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POEMS. 



VOLUME II. 



£ « 1 
P O E M 3 

By J>%. S W I F T. 

STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY, 

March 13, 1726. 

*T* HIS day, whate'er the Fates decree, 

-*■ Shall ftill be kept with joy by me : 
This day then let us not be told. 
That you are ficlc, and I grown old j 
Nor think on our approaching ills, 
And talk of fpe&acles and pills : 
To-morrow will be time enough 
To hear fuch mortifying fluff. 
Yet, fince from reafon may be brought 
A better and more pleating thought, 
Wliich can, in fpite of all decays, 
Support a few remaining days ; 
From not the graved of Divines 
Accept for once fome ferious lines. 

Although we now can form no more 
Long fchemes of life, as heretofore ; 
Yet you, while time is running fall, 
Can look with joy on what is paft. 
Vol. II. B Wcw 



ft SWIFT'S* POEMS. 

Were future happinefs and pain 
A; mere contrivance of tfce brain ; 
As atheifts argue, to entice 
And fit their profclytes for vice 
{The only comfort they propofe, I 

To have companions in their woes) r 
Grant this the cafe 5 yet fure 'tis hard 
That virtue, fly I'd its own reward, 
Ami by all fages underftood 
To be the chief of human good, 
Should acting die ; nor leave behind 
Some lading pleasure in the mind, 
Whidi by rcmerribrance will atfwage 
<5rief, ficlcnefs, poverty, and age, 
And ftrongly moot a radiant dart 
To (hine through life's declining parr. 

Say, Stella ; feel you no content, 
Reflecting on a life well-fpent ) 
Your ikilful hand employ 'd to fave 
Tcfpairing wretches from the grave i 
And then fupporting with your (lore 
Thofe whom you dragg'd from death before ? 
So Providence on mortals waits, 
Preferving what it firft creates. 
Your generous boldnefs to defend 
An innocent and-ai>fent friend j 
That courage which can make you juft 
To merit humbled in the duft; 
The dctefl anon you exprefs 
Mw vice in xll its glittering drels ; 

"TV* 



STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY. 

That patience under tottering pain* 
Where ftubborn Stoicks would complain; 
Muft thefe like empty fhadows paft, 
Or forms reflected from a glafs ? 
Or mere chimeras in the mind, 
That fly, and leave no marks behind r 
Does not the body thrive and grow 
By food of twenty years ago } 
And, had it not been (till fupply'd. 
It muft a thoufand times have died. 
Then who with reafon can maintain 
That no effects of food remain ? 
And is not virtue in mankind 
*I*he nutriment that feeds the mind $ 
. Uf held by each good action paft, 
And (till continued by the laft ? 
Then, who with seafon can- pretend 
That all effecls of virtue end ? 

Believe me, Stella, when you fhow 
That true contempt for things below, 
Nor prize your life for other ends • • 
Than merely to oblige your friends ; 
Your former aclions claim their pan, 
And join to fortify your heart. 
For Virtue in her dairy race, 
Like" Janus, bears a double face ; 
Looks back with joy where flic has gone, 
And therefore goes with courage *on : 
She at your (ickly couch will wait, 
And tf guidc you to a better /late. ' "'*'' 
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SWIFTS POEM*. 

O then, whatever Heaven intend*, 
Take pity on your pitying friends t 
Nor let your ills aflfeft your mind, 
To fancy they can be unkind. 
Me, furely me, you ought to fpare, 
Who gladly would your filtering ihare/ 1 
Or give my fcrap of life to you, 
And think it far beneath your due ; 
You, to whofe care fo oft* I owe 
That I 'm alive to tell you fo. 



HORACE, BOOK I. ODE XIV. 

Paraphrafed, and infcribed to IrelaNOY 1726. 

THE INSCRIPTION. 

Poor floating iflc, toft on ill-fortune's wave*, 
Ordain'd by fate to be the land of flavcs; 
Shall moving Dtlos now deep-rooted ftand : 
Thou, fix'd of old, be now the moving land ? • 
Although the metaphor be worn and ftale, 
Betwixt a (late, and veuel under fail 1 
Let me fuppofe the^for a flxip a-while, 
And thus addref* thoe in the Jailor's ftyle : 

TTNH APPY (hip, thou. art return'd ».▼*« * 
^ New waves ihal} drive. thee to the deep again. 
Look to thyfelf, and be no more the fport 
Of giddy wind*, but make fane friendly oort. 



HORACE, BOOK I. ODE XIV. $ 

Loft are thy oars, that us'd thy courfe to guide. 
Like faithful counfellors on either fide. 
Thy mail, which like fome aged patriot flood 
The (ingle pillar for his country's good, 
To lead thee, as a ftaff directs the blind, 
Behold it cracks by yon rough iafltrn wind. 
Your cables burft, and you muft quickly feel 
The waves impetuous enter at your keel. 
Thus commonwealths receive a foreign yoke, 
When the ftrong cords of union once are broke* 
Torn by a fudden terapeft is thy fail, 
Expanded to invite a milder gale. 

As when fome writer in a public caufe 
His pen, to fare a (inking nation, draws, 
While all is calm, his arguments prevail ; 
The people's voice expands his paper-fail ; 
Till power, difcharging all her ftormy bags, 
Flutters the feeble pamphlet into rags. 
The nation fcar'd, the author doom'd to death> 
Who fondly put his truft in popular breath. 

A larger facrifice in vain you vow r 
There 's not a power above will help you now ? 
A nation thus, who oft' Heaven's call neglects, 
In vain from injur'd Heaven relief expects. 

'Twill not avail, when thy ftrong fides are broke, 
That thy defccnt is from the Britifh oak ; 
Or, when your name and family you boaft, 
From fleets triumphant o'er the Gallic coaft. 
Such was Ierne's claim, as juft as thine, 
Her fon* dcfccndcd from the Britifh line \ 

B 3 Tto 



C SWl F T'S PO EM 'S.'i. 

Her matchlefs fons, wbofe valour ftill remains 
On French records for twenty long campaigns : 
Yet, from an emprefs now a captive grown, 
She fav'd Britannia's rights, and loft hep own. 

In (hips decay'd no mariner confides, 
Lur'd by the gilded ftern and painted fides ,- 
Yet at a ball unthinking fook delight 
In the gay trappings of a birth-day night : 
They on the gold brocades and fattins rav'd, 
And quite forgot their country was enflav'd. 
Dear vefTel, ftill be to thy fteerage juft, 
Nor change thy courfe with every fudden guft ; 
Like fupple patriots of the modern fort, 
Who turn with every gale that blows from couit. 

Weary and fea-fick when in thee confin'd, 
Now for thy fafety cares diftratt my mind ; 
As thofe who long have flood the ftorms of Rate 
Retire, yet ftill bemoan their country's fate. 
Beware, and when you hear the furges roar, 
Avoid the rocks on Britain's angry fhore. 
They lie, alas ! too eafy to be found $ 
For thee alone they lie the iftand round* 



N'^fcfcS 



. . C 7 } 

VERSES ON THE SUDDEN DRYING- UP OF 

ST. PATRICKS-WELL, 

HEAR TRINITY-COLLEGE, DUBLIN, 1716. 

T* Y holy zeal infpir'd, and led by fame, 

•*-* To thee, once favourite ifle, with joy I carnc - m 

What time the Goth, the Vandal, and the Hun, 

Had my own native Italy * o'er-run. 

Iernc, to the* woi Id's remote A parts, 

Renown'd for valour, policy, and arts 

Hither from Colchos f, with the fleecy ore, 
Jafon arriv'd two thouCand years before. 
Thee, happy ifland* Pallas calld her own, 
When haughty Britain was a land unknown J : 

* Italy was not properly the native place of St. Pa-, 
trick, but the place of his education, and where he re- 
ceived his miflion -, and becaufe he had his new birth 
there, hence, by poetical licence, a*id by fcripture -figure, 
our author calls that country his native Italy. Ir 1 s H Ed. 

f Orpheus, or the antient author of the Greek poem 
on the Argonautit expedition, whoever he be, fays, 
that Jafoa, who manned the fliip Ar-os at ThefTaly, 
failed to Ireland. Irish Ed. 

J Tacitus, in the life of Julius Agricola, fays, that 
the harbours of Ireland, on account of their commerce, 
were better known to the world than thofe of Britain % 
Irish Ed. 

E 4 Yvvto. 



t SWIFT'S raEMl 

From thee, with pride, the Caledonians trace 
The glorious founder of their kingly race : 

. Thy martial Tons, whom now they dare defpife, 
Did once their land fubdue and civilize : 
Their drefs, their language, and the Scottilh ***** 

• Confefs the foil from whence the vi&ors came *. 
Well may they boaft that ancient blood, which runs- 
Within their veins, who are thy younger fbns f, 

A con- 

* The argument here turns on, what the author of 
courfe took for granted, the prefent Scots being the de- 
fendants of Irifh emigrants. This fa£t, however true, 
was not in Dr. Swift's time afcertained with any degree 
of precifion. Ireland even to this day " remains fuper* 
" flitipully devoted to her antient hiftory," and u wraps 
" herfelf in the gloom of her own legendary annals." 
Mr. Whitaker has difplayed an uncommon fund of 
knowledge on this very curious fubjeel, both in his 
" Hiftory of Manchefter," and in " The Genuine 
" Hiftpry of the Britons aflerted." N. 

f «« The Scots (fays Dr. Robertfon) carry their pre- 
*' tenfions to antiquity as high as any of their neigh- 
" hours. Relying upon uncertain legends, and the tra~ 
" ditions of their bards, ftill more uncertain, they rec- 
* kon up a feries of kings feveral ages before the birth 
" of Chrifti and give a particular detail of occurrences, 
t( which happened in their reigns. In the beginning of 
" the fixteenth century, John Major and Heclor 
" Boi : thius publimed their Hiftories of Scotland ; the 
"former a fitccinft and dry writeT, the Utter a copious 



ON «T. PATRICK'S WEIL. y 

A eonqucft and a colony from thee* 

The mother-kingdom left her children free ; 

From thee no mark of flavery they felt : 

Hot fo wkh thee thy bafe invaders dealt ; 

Invited here to vengeful Morroogh's aid *, 

Thofe whom they could not conquer, they bttray'& 

"and florid one; and both equally credulous. Not 
" many years after, Buchanan undertook the fame 
" work ; and- if his accuracy and impartiality had been 
" in any degree equal to the elegance of his tafte, and 
** to the purity and vigour of his ftyle, his hiftory might 
M be placed on a level with the moft admired compofi* 
u tions of the ancients. But, inflead of rejecting the 
M improbable tales of Chronicle-writers, he was at die 
M utmoft pains to adorn them, and hath cloathed with: 
" all the beauties and graces of n6Hon thofe legends 
" which formerly had only its wildnefs and extrava* 
H gance."— On the authority of Buchanan and his pre* 
deceflbrs the hiitorical part of this poem feems founded, 
at well as the notes figned Irish Ed» fome of which,. 
I believe, were written by the Dean himfelf. N. 

* In the reign of king Henry II, Dexmot M'Mor- 
rough, king of Leinfter, being deprived of his king* 
dom by Roderick O'Connor, king of Connaught, ho 
invited the Engliui over as auxiliaries, and promifed 
Richard Strangbow earl of Pembroke his daughter and 
all his dominions as a portion. By this aihfbmce, 
M'Morrough recovered his crown, and Strangbow be* 
came poflctfed of all Leinfter. IRISH E»u. 

S *&ivcuxs. 



H> SWIFT'S POEMS. 

Britain, by thee we fell, ungrateful ifle I 
Not by thy valour, but fu peri or guile : 
Britain, with fhame, confefs this land of mine 
Firft taught thee human knowledge and divine *; 
My prelates and. my itudents, lent from hence, 
Maq> your fons converts both to God and fenfe : 
Not like the paftors of thy ravenous breed, 
Who come to fleece the flocks* and not to feed. 

Wretched lerne ! with what grief I fee 
The fatal changes Time hath made in thee 1 
The Chriftian rites I introduced in vain i 
Lo 1 infidelity returned again ! 
Freedom and virtue in thy fons I found,. 
Who now in vice and 11a very are drown'd . 

By faith and prayer, this crofier in my hand, 
J drove the vcnom'd ferpent from thy land j 
The fhepherd in his bower might deep or fing f, 
Nor dread the adder's tooth, nor fcorpiqn's fling. 

* St* Patrick arrived in Ireland in the year 431, and 
compleated the converfion of the natives, which had 
been begun by Palladius and others. And, as bifhop 
Nicholfon obferves, Ireland foon became the fountain 
of learning, to which all the Weftern Chriftians, as 
well as die Englifh, had recourfe, not only for in- 
ftru&ions in die principles of religion, but in all forts 
of literature, viz. Legendi et Scbolafiica eruditiouis 
gratia. Ii.ish Ed. 

f There are no (hakes, vipers, or toads, in Ireland ; 
and even frogs were not known here until about the 

year 1700, The magpyes came a (hort time before ; 

md th* Norway rats (mcc, Irish Et>. 



ON ST. PATRICK'S WELL. x* 

With, omens oft' I drove to warn thy fwains, 
Omens* the types of thy impending chains, 
I fen; the nagpye from the Brkifh foil, 
With reftlefs beak thy blooming fruit to fpoil \ 
To din thine ears with unharmonious. clack, 
And haunt thy holy walls in white and black. 
What eUc are thofe thou feeft in bifliops' geer, 
Who crpp the nurferies of learning here ; 
Afpiring, greedy,, fcll of fenfelefs prate, 
Devour the church, and chatter to the date ? 

As you grew more degenerate and bafe,. 
I fent you millions of the croaking, race ; 
Emblems of infe&s vile, who fpread their fpawn 
Through all thy land, in armour, fur, and lawn j 
A naufeous brood, that fills your fenate walls> 
And in the chambers of your viceroy crawls- 1 

See, where that newdevouring vermin runs, 
Sent in my anger from the land of Huns ! 
With harpy^-claws it undermines the ground, 
And fudden fpreads a numerous offspring round. 
Th' amphibious tyrant, with his ravenous band, 
Drains alLthy lakes of fill), of fruits thy land. 

Where is the holy well that bore my name ? 
Fled to the fountain back, from whence it came t 
Fair Freedom's emblem once, which fmoothly flows,. 
And bleffings equally on all bellows. 
Here, from the neighbouring * nurfery of arts, 
The ftudents, drinking, rais'd their wit and partsj 

* The vnjverfity of Dublin, called TrinVq Cciftss|jt % 
was founded by queen Elizabeth in 159 1. UwR^* 



t* SWIFT'S POEMS. 

Here, for an age and more, improv'd their rem, 
Their Phoebus I, my fpring their Hippocrene. 
Difcourag'd youths f now aU their hopes muft fail, 
Condemn'd to country cottages and ale j 
To foreign prelates make a flavifli court, 
And by their fweat procure a mean fupport ; 
Or, for the claflicks, read « Th* Attorney's Guide j* 
Collect excife, or wait upon the tide. 

Oh ! had I been apoftle to the Swifs, 
Or hardy Scot, or any land but this ; 
Combin'd in arms, they had their foes defied, 
And kept their liberty, or bravely died. 
Thou ft ill with tyrants in fucceffion curft, 
The laft invaders trampling on the firft : 
Nor fondly hope for fome reverfe of fate, 
Virtue herfelf would now return too late. 
Not half thy courfe of mifery is run, 
Thy greateft evils yet are fcarce begun. 
Soon mall thy fons (the time is- juft at hand) 
Be all made captives in their native land ; 
When, for the ufe of no Hibernian born, 
Shall rife one blade of grafs, one ear of corn } 
When fhells and leather fball for money pafs, 
Nor thy oppreffing lords afford thee brafs *. 
But all turn leafers to that f mongrel breed, 
Who, from thee fprung, yet on thy vitals feed * 

# Wood's ruinous projed in 1734, I*jshJ£i>. 
+ The abfentees, who fpent die income of their Iriih 
eiUte$, places, and pcofions, in England. I*. J an Ed. 



ON ST. PATRICK'S WELL. ij 

Who to yon ravenous Hie thy treafures bear. 
And wafte in luxury thy harvefts there 4 
For pride and ignorance a proverb grown. 
The jeft of wits, and to the court unknown* 

I fcorn thy fpurious and degenerate line, 
And from this hour my patrouage refign. 

ON READING DR. YOUNG'S SATIRES 

CALLED 

THE UNIVERSAL PASSION, 

BY WHICH H£ MBANS P1>IX*K» . 

1726. 

T F there be truth in what you fog, 
*"- Such god-like virtues in the kingj 
A minifter * fo fill'd with, zeal 
And wifdom for. the common-weal : 
If he f who in the chair prefides 
So fteadily the fenate guides.: 
If others, whom you make your theme, 
Are feconds in the glorious (Scheme : 
If every peer, whom you commend, 
To worth and learning be a friend ; 
If this be truth, as you atteft, 
What land was ever half fo bleil ? 

* Sir Robert Walpole, afterwards earl of Orfbrd. 
+ Sir Spencer Compton, then fpeakcr, *frc?m\ta 
carl of Wikawzton, 



*4 ■" SWIFT'S POEMjS.; 
No falsehood now among the great. 
And tradefmen now no longer cheat-; 
Now on the bench fair Juftice fhincs ; 
fler fcale to neither fide inclines : 
Now Pride and Cruelty are flown, 
And Mercy here exalts her throne : 
For fuch is good-example's power, 
It does its office every hour, 
'\frhere governors are good and wife} 4 - 
Or elfe the trueft maxim lyes : 
For fo Ave find all ancient fages 
Decree, that, nd exemplum regis t 
Through all the. realm his virtues /run* 
Ripening and kindling like the fun. 
If this be true, then how much more 
When you have nam VI at lead a fcore 
Of courtiers, each in their degree, 
If pofuble, as good as he ? 

Or take k in a different view. 
1 afk (if what you fay be true) 
If you affirm the preient age 
Deferves your fatire's keeneft rage : 
If that fame unvverfal paflion 
With every vice harh fill'd the nation : 
If virtue dares not venture down 
A (ingle ftep beneath the crown : 
If clergymen, to fliew their wit, 

- Praife clajfich more than holy writ : ^ 
• If bankrupts, , when they are undone, 

Into the /enatc-houfc can run, 
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ON DR. YOUNG'S SATIRES. 

And fell their votes at fuch a rate, 
As will retrieve a loft eftate : x 
If law be fuch a partial whore, 
To fpare the rich, and plague the poor: 
If thefe be of all crimes the word, 
What land was ever half (a curft i 



THE DOG AND THIEF. 17a*. 

OUOTH the thief to the dog, let tec into yoiir door, 
And I '11 give you thefe delicate bits. 
Quoth the dog, I (hall then be more Villain than' you 're, 

And befides tnuft be out of my wits. * 

Your delicate bits will not ferve me a meal, 

But my matter each day gives me bread 5 - * x - 

You '11 fly, when you get what y&u catrifc here' io (leal, 

And I mud be hang'd in your (lead. I 

The (lock-jobber thus from Change-aNey goes down, 

And tips you the freeman a wink'; 
Let me have but your vote to ferve for the town", 

And here it a guinea to drink. - - . V 

Says the freeman, your guinea to-night would be fpent! 

Your offers of bribery ceafe : 
I '11 vote for my landlord, to whom I pay rent, 

Or elfe I may forfeit my leafe.. x .. 

From London they come, filly people to chonfe» 

Their lands and their faces unknown : ' - .c. 

Who 'd vote * rogue into the parliament-tattfe* . ■■,*\ 
That would turn a man out of his own* 

* AT>N\C! 
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Td THE GRUB-STREET VERSE?W*IT£RS. I7±4- 

*y E poets ragged and fbrldriv, 

•*■ Down from 4 your garrets haftefj 
Ye rhymers dead as foon as born, 
Not yet conugn'd to pafte; 

IJtnow a trick to make y*£ thrrve ; 

*Q* *ti* ai ^uainv device : 
Your ftill-born -poems mall revive, 

Ajuiicowi to wrap up fpice. 

)Get all your vwfes -printed fair, 

Then let theira. well be dried ; 
And Curli nwift have a fjpecial care 

To leave^the margin wide. 

Lend thefe t» papsr-fparing* Pope? 

And. when he iits to write, 
No letter with an. envelope 

Could, give, him more deHgJit. 

When Pope has filttd the margins round, 

Why then-secall your loan ; 
Sell them to Curll. for fifty pound, 

And f wear they are your own* 

* The original cop*y of Mr. Pope*s celebrated tranfla- 

tion of Homer (prefevved in thr Britiih Mufeum) ' is 

aimoft entirely written on the covers of letters, and 

4unctimv*t*tvncntbc lines of the letters- tbemfelves. $t. 



TO 4 X A D Y, 

'Who defired the Author to write Tome Verfes 
* upon her m the Heroic Style. 

Written at London^ in 1728. 
FT*ER vetoing all my fplte, 



Tell me, what have I to write ? 



A 

*£very eifor I could find 
Through.che mazes of your mind, 
JIave my biify Mufe.employ'd * 
Till the complny wa$ cloy'<f. 
Are you pofkive and. fretful, 
Heedlefs, ignorant, forgetful ? 
Thofe, and twenty follies more, 
"i have often told before. 
y Hearken what myjbdy (ays 1 
Have r I nothing then to praife ? 
Ill it fits you to be witty, , 

Where a fault fhould move your pity. 
•If you thin^ me too conceited; 
Qr to pauipn quickly heated ; 
If my wandcringMiead be left 
Set on reading than on drefs ; 
Tf I ajways {tern too dull t'ye ; 
I can folve the diffi— culty. 
* Yotf would teach me to be wife*; 
Truth and honour how to. prize ; 
How £0 fjiine-in oonwfation, 
ApJ with credit Btl my /ration j 
'-1L.IL C Ho ^ 



18 SWIFT'S POEMS. 

How to relifli notions high^ 
How to live, and how to die. 

But t was decreed by Fate— ^ 
' Mr. Dean; you come too late. 
Well I know, you can difcern, « 

I am how too old to learn : - 

Follies, from my youth inftill'd, .^ 

Have my foul entirely fill'd ; * * *'i 

In my head and heart they center, 3 

Nor will let your kflbns enter. * , 

Bred a fondling and an. heirefs j « * 
Dreft like any' Lady Mayorefs ; J f » 

Cocker'd by the fervants toufid, 
Was too good to touch the ground ; 
Thought the life of, every lady 
Should be one continual play-day— ' % 

Balls, and mafquerades, and fhows, • 

Vifits, plays, and powdered beaux. * ' 

Thus yqp have my cafe at large, 4 
And may now perform your charge, 
Thofe materials I have fturnifh'd, 
When by you renn'efand burnifli'd,'. 
Muft, that all the world may kngw km, « * 
Be redue'd into a Poem. 

But, I beg, fufpend e while 
That fame paultry, burlefque ftyle j 
Drop for once your conftarft rule, ' % 

Turning all to* ridicule $ 
Teaching others how to ape you ; 
Court nor Parliament can 'fcape you | - 
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Tre^t th# publick and ytfur friends 

Both alike, while neither tnend*. 
Singly praife in ftrain. fubhme c . 

Treat me not with doggrel rhyme. v 

'Tis but juft, you fkould pr«duJe, y 

With. wh fljlt, rf eac!v fault's ercufe ; *" , 

Not to publifh every trifle, » v r 

And my few pcjfe£ions frifle. 
> With fo«e gifts at leaft^ndow me ; 

Which" nty vejyfoes allow me. 

" Am I fpightfal, -proud,- unjuft ? , * 

Did" I ever J^reaif jay truft? 

Whjch of all «ur mbdern (fames 

Cenfures lffs, of left defames ? . * 

In good-manners am X Amity?' • * 

Can* yyu call me rude or^iaughty *? 

Did I e'er my mitt withhold ' " * 

from the impotent^tnti old ? * * 

When dicT ever I omit 

Due regard%r men of wit? * * " ' 

" When hay* I adeem eijprefs'd ** 
* »For a coxcomb gaily drefs'd l fil . 

Do I, like the female tribe* * ■ « " 

Think it wit to flef r and gibe"? * 

: Who whhlefs defigning ends - / 

Kindlier entertains her friends ; * k 

Witl\ goptf words and countenance fprightly, 

Strives to, treat them more politely?' 
Think not cards my chief divcrfion : 

Tis a wr©ng> unjuft afpcrfwu : 

• • C 2 Y*V*\ 



#q. SWIf'T'S. POEMi. 

Never knew I any good in 'cm, 

But to dofe my head like laudanum, 

We^by play, as m6n by drinking, # 

Pafs our nights, to drive out thinking. 

From my ailmenlp g\ve me lcjfure, '■ - 

I fhall read and thyikwkh pleafure j * * •" . 

Converfation laarn to relUb, . . .• 

And with books my .mind embellish. . 

Now, methink^,* I hear, you cry,' ■ •* i 

Mr. Dean, you* muft reply, '- # # ■ 

Madam, I allow fcis true : « « 

All thefe praifes are ybuf due. 
"You, like fome acute .philosopher, , * 
Every fault Have drawn~a>gjofe ©vet-; K ■. 
. Placing in the* ftrongcft light r * ' . -' •* 

All your virtue* to my %ht. 4 m m 

Though you lead a blamelefs^Hfe, '-;.". 
Are an humble prudegt.wift, - 
Anfwer all domeftic ex&U : m 

Whac»-!»rhis to ni'youc friends? # . 

4 « Though your children ty a nod "« \ , 

Stand in awe without a nod j . * * ' 

Though, by youj oiljging fway» • \ w . % 9 ' 
Servants lave you, ^nd pbey; * ■ - . * 

* Though a- 3u treat u$ with a/mife j * ' 
Clear youT Jooks, and.fmoqith ffcur fiyfci ; • * "* 

Load out plates from xver^ dijh ; ' * 
»This h not the jhing we wifli. ' * • 

iColonet—"— may be your debtor j • 

T>V*jexpc& employment |>etter. 



T O A' LADY. tY 

.• 

You muft fearn, if yon would gain u», 

' With good fenfe to entertain ut. 

Scholars, when good -lefhfe defcribing; 

, Call it ta/faig and imbibing * u 

Mctaphor&ineat and drink' ' 

- Is t« underftand indfhjnk : 

, Wtaiuyi:arve. for, others thus; 

* Aipl let others carve for us 5 

To difeourfe, and to attend, 

. Is, to help yo\Xvfc\f K znd*fAend : 

- Cbnvcjfation Is tut carving j * 

Carve for;all,,yotrrfelf is ftarving ^ 

. Give no rnflre to every .gueft, 

, .' Than he *s able to digeft ;' ■* 

<5lve l£m> always of the primel • 

v And but little at a time. 

Xkiroe to all but juft enough ': 

' Let them rfeitherftarv.e_rior ftuffi 

» And, that Jou^may have ^our due* • 

Let y«ur neighbours cam* for you. 

This compariftm will hold,- . 

fould it well "in rhyme be told 

How conrerfihgj'littening, thinking, - 

Jnftly may refetnble drinking j 

tor a friend a glafs you fill, 

What is* this but to inftill ? 

To conclude this long effay ; 

Pardon, if I difobey ; 

Nor, againft ray natdral vein* 

Treat you in heroic (train* 

C i \> 
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I, as all tfje parifh knows, r p 

Hardly can be grave in profe : - *' 

tStill to lafh, and laflung fmile, • t - „ 

111 befits a lofty ftyle. w * ' ,. "' "' 

From the planet of n\y birth / 

I encounter vfce with mirth. , ' 

Wicked minifters of ftate f * * / 

I can eafier fcora than hate ; • ' i ' / ■■ * 

And' I find it anfwers right : 

Scorn torm^nfs" them tnore than fpight. 

All the vices pf a court . ' * * ♦ '. 

Do but ferve to make me fport. • * 

* . * *■ 

Were I in fonfe foreign reaha, * 

Which Tall jrites u ovef whelm 1 ; * , ' % * 

Should a monkejfwear a ciown. * * •■■ 

Muft I tremble*Itihis frown ? - 

Could I not, throngfr all bit- ermine/ *-. 

'Spy the ftfutting, chattering ^vermin t * 

Safely write a fmart fcmpooft, * # 

To expofe the briflflpboon * ? , '. 

When my Mufe officious ventres 
On the nation's repref$nters : > 

Teaching by what golden rules V * - 

Into knaves they turn their fool* r 
How the h#lm is rul'd bj Wajpok, * .* 

At whole oars, like (laves, they all pulty 
Let the veflel fpjit on fhelves « p 

With the freight*enrich themfelves z. 
* This poem, for an obviou* reafon, has been m 
tihted in many- editions. N. „. 
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Safe within my .little wherry, 
All their madnefs makes me merry*! 
Like the watermen of Thames, 
I row by, and call ftiem names ; 
*Like the^ever-laughing fage, 
In a je(b-I fpend my rage 
(Though it muft be underftood, 
*I would hang them, if I cou'd) : 
If I din but fill my nitch, 1 * 
,1 attempt no higher pitch ; 
" Leavero D'Anvers and hig mate 
Maxims wife to rule the irate? 
J t Pulteney deep, accompliih'^St. Johns, 
* Scourge the villains with a vengeance :' 
Let me, though the fmell be noifome, 
Strip their bums ; let * Caleb hoife 'em ; 
Then apply Ale&o's whip, 
Till they wriggje, howl, and fkip. 
Deuce is in you, Mr. Dean : 
4 What can all this paflion mean ? 
^ Mention courts ! you '11 ne'er be quiet 
01 corruptions running riot, 
find as it befits yo.ur (tation ; 
* Come to ufe and application :* 
Nor with fenatds keep a fufs. 
f fubmit ; and anfwer thus : 

* Caleb D'Anvers was the name affumed by Amhurft, 
the oflenfible write* of The Craftfman. This unfor- 
tunate man was neglected by his noble patrons, and 
died in want and vbfcurity. N. 
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If the machinations bowing, * . 

To compleat the public ruin, . 
Never once could have the power 
To affe£l rae half an hour ; 
Sooner would I write ia bufkins, 
.Mournful elegies on * Bluefluns* y 

If I laugh at Whig and Tory j 
I conclude a fortiori, 

All your eloquence will fcarce, * 

Drive me from my favourite farce. . 
This I mull infift on : for, as . * 

It is well obfefVd by t Horace, . 
Ridicule hath greater power \ 

To reform the world,. than four. * 

Horfes thus, let jockics judge elfe,. 
Switches better guide than cudgels.. 
Baflings heavy, dry, obtufe, * 

Only dulnefs can produce ; 
While a little gentle jerking 
Sets the fpirits all a-working. * 

Thus, I find it by experiment, ^ 

Scolding moves you lefs than merriment.. » * 
I may florin and rage in vain; *-'- 

It but flupifies your, brain. 
But with raillery to nettle 
Sets your thoughts upon their mettle $ . \ 

Gives imagination fcope ; 
Never lets your mind elope ; 

* The famous thief, who, whilft on his trial at tfie 
Old Bailey, dabbed Jonathan Wild. ^ 
t "Ridiculum acri, &C." M 
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Drivls out brangling and contention, 
Brings in reafonarid invention, 

. For your fake, . as well as mine, . 
Tth#loftjf ftyle decline. 
I mould make a figure fcurvy* 
And your head turn topfy-tuwy. . 

., I> who love to have ailing A 
Both at fenate-houfe and. king-; 
That they mlghtforae better w^y tread, , 

' To avoid the puWic hatred $ 
Thought no method more commodious, , 
Than to (hew their vices odious j 
Whicfv I chofe.to make appear* * 
Net by anger, but a fneer. 
As my method of reforming 
Is by laughing, no* by ftorming * 
{For my friends^havc always thought 
Tendernefs ray greateft fault) $ 
Would you have me change my ftyle ? ' 
On your faults no longer fmile j < 

But, to patch up all our quarrels, 
Quote you- texts from Plutarch's Morals; ? 
Or from Solomon produce 
Maxims teaching Wifdom's ufe ? 

If I treat you like a crown'd-heaA, 
You have cheap enough compounded ; 
Can you put-in higher claims, 
Than the owners of St. James. . 

' You are not fo great a grievance, 
As the hirelings of St. Stephen's. 
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You are of a lower ciafs 

Than my friend Sir Robert Brafs. 

None of thefe have mercy found : *. 

I have laugh'd, and lafh'd them round. * 

Have you feen a rocket fly ? 
You would fwear it pierc'd the iky : 
It but feach'd j&e middle air, .. 

Burfting into pieces there : 
Tlyrafand fparkles falling down 
- Light on many a coxcomb's croVn : 
See what mirth- the fport creates ; 
Singes hair, but breaks no pates. 
Thus, {hould I attemptto, climb, ^ ■ 

'trfat you in a ftyle fublime, 
Such a rocket is my Mufe : 
'Should I lofty numbers chufe, 
Ere I reach'd Parnaflus' top, < 
I (hould burft, and burfting drop ; 
All ray fire would fall in fcraps 5 
Give your head fome gentle raps; 
Only make it fmart a while : 
Then could I forbear to fmiie, 
When I found the tingling pain 
Entering warm your frigid brain ; 
Make you aWe upon fight 
To decide of wrong and right ; 
Talk with fenfe whatever you pleafe on ; 
LeVrn to relim truth and reafon ? 

Thus we both fhall gain our prize : 
I to laugh, and you grow Wife. 
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A YOUNQ LAtiY'S COMPLAINT, 

.TOR 

/The Stay ofcthe DEAN in ENGLAND. 17161 
* - * • • 

, "D'LOW, yc Zephyrs, gentle gales 5 

■*"* Gently fill the fwelling fail|. 
Neptune, witji thy trident long, k 

Trident three-fork'd; trident ftroBg ; ^ 

And ye Nereids fair and gay, 
Faker than thejrofe in Ma)-, ■» 

Nereids Irving' in deep caves, * 
1 Gently wafh'd with gentle waves; 
■Jfereids, Neptune, lull afleep • # 
Ruffling (lorms, and ruffled deep ; 
TA11 around, in pompou's ftate, 
On thfc^iche* Argo wait : 
Argo, bring my Golden Fleece j 
Argo, bring him to his Greece. 
Will Cldenus longer (lay ? 
Come, Cadenus, cqrne away ; * 

Come with all the hade of love, 
* Come unto thy turtle-dove. 
^Tfce ripen'd cherry on the tree^ * ^ 

Hangs, and only hangs for thee ; Y . k: 
Lufcious peaches, mellow petrs, 
Ceres with her yellow ears, *, 

And the grape, both red and white, 
Grape inlpiring jufr delight ; 
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AH are ripe, and courting rue 
To be, piuck'd and prefs'i by you. ' * - 

Pinks have loft their blooming red/ * 

Mourning hang theit dropping head,. . '• « ' 
^ Every flower languid feems, «' . f * 
Wants the colour, of thy baaim^ 
Beams of: wondrous force and 'power, 
Beams revivingjevery flower. f 

CoVnc, Cadenus, blefs* once. snore* . » 

Blfif again .thy native lhqre ; . ** 

Blefs again this drooping ifle, m A » 

Maker its wteping beauties fmile, - " 

Beauties that thine abfence.mounr, . r 
Beauties wifhing thy return. * 
Come, Cgdenus, come with hafte, , ** 

Come before the winter's blaft ; . „ 

Swifter than the lightning fly; , 
Or I, like VanefTa, die*. » \ + 



LETTER TO THE D f EAN r 
WHEN IN ENGLAND. 2716. 



XFOU will excufe me, I-fuppofe, \ , 

•*• For fending rhyme inftead of profe, . 
Becaufe hot weather, makes me lazy j 
To write in metre is more eafy. 

While you are trudging London town, * 
I 'm ftroling Dublin upland down ,* 

Whife 
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*While you converfe with lords and dukes, 

J have their, tetters, here, my book*: 
■ Fix'jJ in an elbow-chair at eafe, 

f chu# companions as I pleafe. 

'I'd rather hav one fingle flielf 
' ^Than all my friends, except -yoorfelli 

For» after, all that can belaid, 

Our bejft acquaintance are the dead. ' 

■While- you -'re in. raptures 'with- Eaufiina *; 
' 4 'm charm 'd at home* with our Sfaeelina. 

*Whi]e you areilarving there in Hate, 

-I 'm cramming 'here with butchers meat* 
» You fay, > when with thofe lords you dine, 

They treat you with tho beft of wine, 
,. 'Burgttndy, Cypius, and Tokay i 

Why fo can we) as well as they. ta # 

No rcafen-then, my dear^oSd Dean, ' 

But you flieuM travel home again, 
, \J£hat though' you may n*t url*$land hope 
1 Tofadfach folk as Gay and Pope; 

■ Jf you with,* hymers here would (bare 

'But half -the. wit that youxaaXpare, 
I MJay twelve *ggs, that; in twelfe days, 
,' "5fou 'd make a o^zen of Popes and Gays. 

Our weather -s good, our iky is clear, * 
•■' We Ve -every joy, if you w« here..* 

- §o lofty and fo bright a iky * 

«Wis sever fecn by Insland's e je i ' 

• * 

-* Signota Eauftina, a famous Italian ftngw. 

X&fcifcr 
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Ithinkitfifctoldey^k^iov^ , t 

This week I (hah to Qiiifca gV> ;• " 

To fee M'FaydenVhohiey broflitfrtfj ■ ' v ' 

Firft fuck, and after 1>till their itiorhers ; ., * 

To fee, alas ! my withered trees V ,■*■'■<• u * 

To fee what all'tte* country fcei* 

My ftuntdd quicks, my femiflTd betues, f . 

My fervants fuch* pack;of thieves ^ - ; " ^ 

My fliatKr , dfirs,.niy , b]afhBd , c«lc«,* » ■ . ** 

My houfe hi common to all folks ; ■ * 

No cabbage fo*4^(ingfe feail; ■ • * . ^ 

My turnips carrots, parfcips', fail 5 * 

My no grerfh peafc, my, few green fpwmtsj * '* 

My mother always in the^otfts*; 

My horfes rid, or gone aftrav ; f. •* * *. 

My fiflx^aU floPn, or -run away ; 

My mutton lean,; my^>ujlers old, . « > • m 

My poulwy ffarvM, the corn all fold. *■ * *■ m 

. A man, come now from Quflca, fays, %- 

" TA# 've * ftol'n the locks from all your key* :" ! 

But, what mutt fret arid vex me mttre, . , * 

He fays, " They ftofc the keys before. % ? • 

" They 've ft»18h the knives from all the foflcs.j 

• f And half the cows frqpi half t^e fturks."- * *' % 

Nay rffore, theiellowfwears and vows, ^ * . < 

u fbey 'ye ftol'n thejfturks from half th* cows !" 

* They is nhe grand thief of 4 the county of CaYan; 
for whatever is ftolen, if yo\j enquire of a ferfant about* 
it, the anfwer is, " Tbey have ftolen it." Faulkner. 

With 
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With many mdre accounts of woe ; 
Yet, though the jdevit be there, I -11 go x 
Twixt you and me, the reafon 's clear, 
Because I Ve more vexation here. 
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HO_RACE>BOO$I. ODE XVI. 
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R EAT Sir, than Phoebus more divine, 
Whofe verfes^far h5 *ays out-fMne, 
* Look down upo^ your quondim foe ; 
Oh !*let me never write again, 
Xf e'er I difoblige you, "Dean, 
Should you compaflion (how. 

Take thofe ; Iambicks which I wrote, - 
. WHen anger made me piping hot* 
* And give thenl to your cook/" 
To finge your fowl, or fave your parte, 
tThe next time when you have a feaft ; 
They '11 fave you many a book* . 

To burft them, you are not content ; 
■ A 8* ve y ou tncn m y ^ rcc confent, 
, To (ink them is the harbour : 
If nofr they '11 fen* to fet off blocks, 
* To roll on pipes, and twift intockg j 
So give them to your barber. 
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* 
Or, when you next your phyfick take, 

I muft. intreat you then to make - 

A proper- application ; 
Tis what I 've-done myfelf before, ■ 
'With'DaifYfine thoughts, ajid many more^ f v * * 
Who gave me provocation. *' 

'What cannot mighty anger do? . 

3t makes the weak the ftrong purfue, 

A goofe* attack aftfan 5 
: It makes a woman, tooth a/id nail, * ' 
*Her hufbaiid's hands agd face affail, » ■ * 

While he 's no longer man. ^ 

* ■ *■ * *■ 

Though Yome, we find, are Jhore dif«reet^ ■ ' 

^Before the world are wondrous fweet, * 

AriH le& th'eir huibands he&or : . + * 

iBut, when the world's alleep, they wake, 

That is the time they chufe to fpeak ; 

Witnefs the*urtain-lec r ture. * 

» * ♦ 4 

Such w& the cafe' with you, I find : 

All day you could conceal your mind ; 

But when St. Patrick*? chymes * 

Awak*cl your Mufe (my midnighrcurfe, 
When I engag'd.for better for work), 

You fcolded with your rhymes. 
: Have 'done ! have done ! I quk the field, "J 

To you, a8' to my wife, I yield : * 

As (he mull- weir the breeches ,• 
JSo fliall you wear -the laurel crown, 
/ Win it, and wear it, 'tis your own; " ** 

The poet's only riches. 
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BEC'S BIRTH-DAY. 
Novembers, 2726. 

,f T* H 1 & day, dear Bee, is thy nativity 5 
-■■ Had Fate a luckier one, fhe *d give it ye : 
She chofe a thread of greateft length 
And doubly twitted it for ftrength ; 
Nor will be able with her (hears 
To cot it off thefe forty years. 
Then who fays care will kill a cat ? 
Rebecca fhews they 're out in that. 
For (he, though over-run with care, 
Continues healthy, fat, and fair. 

A6, if the gout (hould feize the head, 
Doctors pronounce the patient dead ; 
But, if they can, by all their arts, 
£je& it to th' extreme!* parts, 
They give the fick man joy, and praife 
The gout, that will prolong his days. 
Rebecca thus I gladly greet, 
Who drives her cares to hands and feet : 
For, though philofophers maintain 
The limbs are guided by the brain, 
•Quite contrary Rebecca's led, 
Her hands and feet conduct her head, 
By arbitrary power convey her; 
She ne'er confiders why, or where : 
Her hands may meddle, feet may wander, 
Her head is bur a mere by-Aander j 

Vol. II. D Kw\ 
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And all her buttling but fupplies 
The part of wholefome exercife. 
Thus nature hath refolv'd to pay her 
The cat's nine lives, and eke the care* 

Long may {he live, and help her friends 
Whene'er it fuits her private ends ; 
Domeftic bufinefs never mind 
Till coffee has her ftomach lin'd ; 
But, when her break fall gives her courage, 
Then think on Stella's chicken-porridge ; 
■I mean when Tiger * has been ferv'd, 
Or elfe poor Stella may be ftarVd. 

May Bee have many an evening nap, 
With Tiger flabbering in her lap ; 
But always take a fpecial care 
She does not overfet the chair ! 
Still be (he curious, never hearken 
To any fpeech but Tiger's barking ! 

And when 4he 's in another fcene, 
Stella long dead, but firft the Dean, 
May fortune and her coffee get her 
Companions that will pleafe her better ! 
Whole afternoons will fit befide her, 
TJor for neglects or blunders chide her, 
A goodly fee as can be found 
•Of hearty goflips prating round ; 
Frefh from a wedding or a chriftening, 
To teach her cars the art of liftening, 

* Mrs. Dingley's favourite lap-dog. See next page. 

. And 
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And pleafe her more to hear them tattle, 
Than the Dean ftorm, or Stella rattle. 
Late be- her death, one gentle nod, 
When Hermes, waiting with- his rod, 
Shall to Elyfian fields invite her, 
Where there will be no. cares to fright her ! 

ON THE COLLAR OF TIGER, 

MRS. DINGLEY'S LAP-DOG. 
T> RAY (leal me not; I 'm Mrs. Dingley'*, 
* Whbfe heart in this fouj-fboted thing Bes. . 

EPIGRAMS ONWfNDOWS. 

Moft of them written in 1726. 

I. On a Window- at an I nn. 

TTTE fly from luxury and wealth, 

To hardfhips ii* purfuit of health ; 
From generous wines and coftly fare, 
And dozing in an eafy-chair ;■ 
Purfue the Goddefs Health in vain, 
To find her in a country fcene, 
And every where her footftfcps trace, 
And fee her marks in every face ; 
And ftill her favourites we meet, 
Crouding the roads with naked feet. ' 
$ut, oh! fo faintly we purfue, 
We ne'er can hare her full in view, 

r> 2 11. &t 
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II. At an Inn in England. . 

HTHE glafc, bylbvroiiorifenfeblurr'd, 
■*• Dims and ebfcures our fight : 
So when ourpafltorfs Love hafh ftirr'd, '" 
It darkens Reafon's light. 
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np^ll E church and clergy here., no doubf* * 

• Ate very near a-kin ; 
Both weather-beaten are without j 

And empty both within. . - . 



IV. ' At Ch ESTER* 

TViTY landlord is- cSvfl, 

^* But dear as die d-4 r --*" 

Your pockets grow empty, . 

With nothing to tempt ye : 

The wine is fo four, 

'Twill give you a icour* . 

The beer and die ale 

Are mingled with flak. 

The veal is fuch carrion,. 

A dog would be weary on. 

All this I have felt, 

For I live on a fmelc 
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V. Another, in Chester. 

•TB^HE walls of this town 
■*" Ace. falL of renown, 
And Grangers delight to walk round 'em : 

But as for the dwellers, 

Both buyers and fellers, 
For me, you may hang 'em, or drown 'em. 

VI. Another, at H o l y h e a d *. 

r\ NEPTUNE! Neptune! muft I flail 

^^ Be here detain'd again ft my will } 

Is this your juftice, when I 'm come 

Above two hundred miles from home ? 

O'er mountains fteep, o'er dufty plains, 

Half choak'd with duft, half drown'd with rains j 

Only your Godmip to implore, 

To let me kifs your other fhore ? 

A boon fo fmall ! but I may weep, 

Whilft you 're, like Baal, fail afleep. 

VIL Another, written upon a Window where 
there was no Writing before. 

^HAN KS to my ftars, I once can fee 
•*■ A window here from fcribbling free ; • 

Here no conceited coxcombs pafs, 
. To fcratch their paultry drabs on glafs ; 
Nor party-fool h calling names, 
Or dealing crowns to George and James. 

♦ Thefe verfes are figned J — K — , but written* *& 
1$ is prefumed, in Dr. Swift's hand. 

d 3 ou 
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VIII. On feeing Teisss written upo* . 
Wi n do.ws at In ns. 

*"!"* H E fage, who faid he fhould be proud 
■*• Of windows in his bread, 
Becaufe he ne'er a thought allow'd 
That might not be confeft ; 

His window fcrawl'd by every rake* , 

His bread again would cover ;.. 
And fairly bid the devil take 

The diamond and the lover. 

IX.. Another*. 

"D Y Satan taught, all conjurers know^ 
"*** Your miflrefs in a glafs to fhow, . 

And you can do as much : 
In this the devil and you agree : 
Jtfone e'er made verfes woife than he, 

And thine I fwcar are fuch. 

X. Another. 

H^HAT love is the devil, I 'U prove when requir'd; 
-*■ Thofe rhymers abundantly Ihow it : 
They fwear that they all by love are infpir'd, . 
And the devil's a damnable poet. 

TO 
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TO JANUS, ON NEW-YEAR'S-DAY. 
npWO-facM Janus, god of Time 1 
-*- Be my Phoebus while I rhirac; 
To oblige your crony Swift, 
Bring our dame a new-year's-gift : 
She has got but half a face ; 
Janus, fince thou haft a brace, 
To my lady once be kind ; 
Give her half thy face behind. 

God of Time, if you be wife, 
Look not with your future eyes ; 
What imports thy forward fight ? 
Well, if you could lofe it quite. 
Can you take delight in viewing 
This poor * Ifle's approaching ruin, 
When thy retrofpec"tion vail 
Sees the glorious ages pad ? 
Happy nation, were we blind, 
Or had only eyes behind ! 

Brown your morals, madam cries, 
I 'll'have none but forward eyes ; 
Prudes decay'd about may tack, 
Strain their necks with looking back.- 
Give me Time when coming on : 
Who regards him when he 's gone ? 
By the Dean though gravely told, 
New years help to make me old ; 
Yet I find a new year's lace 
Burnifhes an old year's face : 
Give me velvet and quadrille, 
1 '11 hire youth and beauty flill. 

# Ireland. A. V K 
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Had you and I been courtiers born. 
We ihould not thus have lain forlorn t ■ 
For thofe we dextrous courtiers call. 
Can- rife upon their matters' falL 
But we, unlucky and unwife, 
Mud fall becaufe,our matters rife* 

RlCHMOND-LODGB. 

My mafter, fcarce a fortnight fince,^ 
Was grown as wealthy as a prince $ 
But now it will be no fuch thing. 
For he '11 be poor as any king t 
And by his crown will nothing get,, 
But like a king to run in debu 

Marble-hill. 
No more the Dean, that grave divine, . 
Shall keep the key of my no*— wine? 
My ice-houfe rob, as heretof6re> 
And fteal my artichokes no more ; 
Poor Patty Blount no more be f«en 
Bedraggled in my walks fo green : 
Plump Johnny Gay will now elope; 
And here no more will dangle Pope. 

RlCHMOND-LODGB. 

Here wont the Dean, when he 1 to feek> , 
To fpunge a break faft once a -week r 
To cry the bread was ftale, and mutter 
Complaints againft the royal butter. 
But now I- fear it will be faid, 
No butter (ticks upon his bread. 



A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 43, 

We foon (hall find him fall of fplcen, 
For want of tattling to the queen j 
Stunning her royal ears with talking $ 
His reverence and her bigbnefs walking t - 
Whilft lady Charlotte *, like a ftroller, , 
Sits mounted on the garden-roller. 
A goodly fight to fee her ride 
With ancient Mirmont-f at her fide. . 
In velvet cap his head lies warm ; 
His hat for fhow beneath his arm.. 

MArblb-hill. 
Some South-Sea broker from the city 
Will purchafe me, the more V the pity ; 
Lay all my fine plantations waft© 
To fit them to his vulgar tafte j 
ChangM for the worfe in every party 
My mailer Pope will break his heart. 

Richmond-lodge. 
In my own Thames may I be drownded, , 
If e'er I ftoop beneath a crown'd-head : 
Except her majefty prevails 
To place me with the prince of Wales ,♦ - 
And then I fhal! be free from fears, 
For lie '11 be prince thefe fifty years. 
I then will turn a courtier too, 
And ferve the times,. as others do. 

* Lady Charlotte de Rouffy, a French lady. 

t Marquis de Mirmont, a French man of quality . 

¥\&n> 
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Plain loyalty* not built oa hope, 
I leave to your contriver* Pope : 
None loves, his king and country better. 
Yet non* wa* cvefclefr. their debtor. 

Makble-hill. 
Then let him come and take a nap 
In furamer on my verdant lap : 
Prefer our -villas, where the Thames is, 
To Kenfington, or hot St. James's ; 
Nor fhall I dnll in filence fit ; 
For 'tis to me he owes his wit ; 
My groves, my eeheas* and my birds, 
Have taught him hi* poetic words. 
We gardens, and you wilderncffes, 
Affifl all poets in- diftrefles. 
Him twice. a week X hercexpe&, 
To rattle Moody * fox negleS j 
An idle rogue, who fpends his quartridge 
In tippling at the Dog and partridge ; 
And I can hardly get him down 
Three times a week to brufli my gown. 

RrCRUOND-LOUOE. 

I pity you, dear Marble-hill i 
But hope to fee you flourifh flilL 
All happinefs— and- fo adieu. 

Ma»BLI-H1LI* 

Kind Richmond-lodge, the fame to you. 
*The;gajri«jM«r. 
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DESIRE AND POSSESSION. 1727. 

^T^IS ftrange, -what different thoughts infpire 
" **- In men, Peflfeffion and f>efire ! 
Think what they wflh fo great a bleffingf 
So difappointed when poffeflingl 

A moralift profoundly fage 
(I know not in what book or page, 
Or whether o'er a pot of ale) 
Related thus the following tale. 

Pofiefiion, and Defire his brother, 
But frill at variance with each other, 
Were feen contending in a race ? 
And kept -at -firft an -equal pace : 
Tis laid, their courfe continued long? 
Fox this was arrive, that was firong : 
Till Envy, Slander, Sloth, and Doubt, 
Milled them many a league about. 
Seduc'd by fome deceiving light, 
They take the wrong way for the right ; 
Through Hippery by-roads dark and deep, 
They often climb, and often creep. 

Defire, the fwifter of the two, 
Along the plain like lightning He w: 
Till, entering on a broad high-way, 
Where power and titles fcattefM lay, 
He frrove to pick up all he found, 
And by excurfions loft his ground : 
No fooner got, than with difdain 
He ducw them on she ground again ; 
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And halted forward to purfuc 
: Frcfh objects fairer to his view 5 
In hope to fpring fome nobler game j 
But all he took was juft the fame : 

* Too fcornful now to ftpp his pace, 
He fpurn'd them in his rival's face. 

Pofleflion kept -the beaten road ; 

And gatherM all his brother ikow'd; 
: But overcharg'd, and out of wind, 

Though ftrong in limbs, he lagg'd behind, 

Defirt had now the goal in fight : 
I It was a tower of monftrous height ; 

Where on the fummit Fortune {lands, 

A crown aneffceptre in her hands ; 
"Beneath a chafm as deep as hell, 

Where many, a bold adventurer fell. 

Defire in rapture gaz'd a while, 

And faw the treacherous .goddefs fmile ; 
•But, as he climb'd to grafp the crown, 

* She knock'd him with the fceptre down. 
He tumbled in the gulph profound ; 
There doom'd to whirl an eridlefs round. 

Pofleflion's load was grown fo great, 
*He funk beneath the cumberous -weight : 

And, as he now expiring lay, 
^Flocks every ominous bird of prey ; 
'The raven, vulture, owl, and kite, 
-At once upon his carcafe light, 

And, drip his hide, and pick his bones, 
iRegardlefs of his dying. groans. 
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ON CENSUR E. 1727. 

^^"E wife, indraft me to endure 
-*" An ejril, which admits no cure ; 

Or, how this evilxan be borne, 

'Which breeds, at .once both' hate* and fcorn. 

Bare innocence is no fupport, 

When you are try*d in Scandal's court. 

' Stand high in honour, wealth, or wit : 
All others, who inferior fit, 

'Conceive themfelves in confidence bound 
To join, and drag you to the ground, 

"Your altitude offends the eyes 

Of thofe who want the power to rife. 

The world, a willing flander-by, 

Inclines to aid a fpecious lye : 

Alas ! they -would not do you wrong ; - 

-But all appearances are ilrong I 

Yet whence proceeds this weight we -lay 
On what detracting people fay ? 
For let mankind difcharge their tongues * 
In venom, till they burft their lungs, 
Their utmoft malice cannot make 
Your head, or tooth, or finger ake ; 
Nor fpoil your fhape, diftort your face, 
Or put one feature 'out of place $ . 
Nor will you find your fortune link 

-By what they fpeak or what they think.; 
Nor can ten hundred thoufand lyes 

.Make you lefs virtuous, learn'd, or wife. 
The mod effectual way to baulk 

Theirmglkc, is-rto let them talk,. 
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THE V V ft W I T TJ |R E 

OF A WOMAM M)L»0..«7«27- 

A Set of phsafes learnt by mus 
■**■ A paflion for a fcarlet-coatj 
When at a play to laugh, «r cry, 
Yet cannot tell the reafon why ; 
Never to hold her tongue a minute, 
While all ihe prates has ^nothing in. h* 
Whole liours can with a coxcomb. fit, 
And take his nonfenfe all for wit ; 
Her learning mounts to read a fong» 
But half the words pronouncing wrongs 
Hath every repartee in ftore 
She fpoke ton .thoufand times before j 
Can ready compliments fupply 
On all occafions, cut and dry; 
'Such hatred to a parfbnfs gown. 
The fight will put&er in a fwoon ; 
For converfatien well endued, 
She calk it witty to fee jude ; * 

And, placing raillery in railing, 
Will tell aloud yoar>greateft failing; 
Nor make a fcruple to earpofe 
Your bandy leg, or crooked nofc ; 
Can at her .morning tea run o'er 
The fcandal of the day before j 



FURNITURI OF A WOMAN'S MIND. 4 » 

Improving hourly in her ftiU, 
To cheat and wrangle at quadrille. 

In chufing lace, a critick nice, 
Knows to a groat the lowed price 5 
Can in her female clubs difpute, 
What linen ^eft the (ilk will fuit, 
What colours each complexion match, 
And where with art to place a patch. 

If chance a moufe creeps in her fight, 
Can finely counterfeit a fright ; 
So fweetly fcreams, if it comes near her, 
She raviihes all hearts to hear her. 
Can dextroufly her hulband teafe, 
By taking fits whene'er {he pleafe ; 
By frequent practice learns the trick 
At proper feafons to be fick ; 
Thinks nothing gives one airs fo pretty, 
At once creating love and pity ; 
If Molly happens to be carelefs, 
And'but neglects to warm her hair-lace, 
She gets a cold as fure as death, 
And vows Jhe fcarce can fetch her breath; 
Admires how modcit women can 
Be fo robu/lious, like a man* 

In party, furious to her power ; 
A bitter Whig, or Tory four 1 
Her arguments directly tend 
Againft the fide fhe would defend $ 
Will prove herfelf a Tory plain, 
From principles the Whigs maintain \ 
Vol. II. £ XtA % 
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And, to defend the* WhtggHh tfaufty 
Her topicks from" the Tories ctaewsj 

O yes ! if any roan can find 
More virtues in a woman's mind, 
Let them be fent to Mrs. Harding * 3 
She '11 pay the charges to a farthing* 
Take notice, (he has my commUfion 
To add them in the next edition j 
They may out-fell a better thing i 
So, halloo, boys j God fave the king 1 

CLEVER TOM CLINCH 
GOING TO BE HANGED. 17*7. 

A S clever Tom Clinch, while the rafcfble" was bawling, 
^*" Rode (lately through Holbourn to die in his calling, 
He (lopt at The George for a bottle $f facie, 
And promised to pay for it when he cirhe back. 
His waiftcoat, and (lockings, and breaches, itttt white* 
His cap had a hew cherry ribband to tye't. 
The maids to the doors and the balconies fan, 
And faid, •< Lack-a-day 1 lie 's a proper yowng man !* 
But, as from the windows the ladies tie' ffty'd, 
Like a beau in the box, he bow'd low On each fide ; 
And, when his lafl fpeech the loud hawkers did cry, 
He fwore from his cart, " It was all a damn'd lye V* 
The hangman for pardon fell down on his knee j 
Tom gave him a kick in the guts for his fee : 

Widow of John Harding, the Drapitr's printer. N. 
^32k TVvmv 
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Then faid, I muft fjpeak to the people » little; 
But I '11 fee you all danratt before I will * nuhktle. 
My honeft friend f Wild may he long hold his place, 
tie lengthen'd my life with a* whole yeas ofrgraoe. 
Take courage, dear comrades, and be not afraid, 
}Jor flip this occafion to follow your trade; 
My confeience is clear, and my fpirits are calm, 
And thus I go off without prayer-book or pfalm ; 
Then follow the pra&ice of clever Tom Clinch, 
Who hung like a hero, and never would flinck. 

DR. SWIFT TO MR. FOPE, 
WHILE HE WA§ WRITING THE DtJNCIAD. 

TJOPE has the talent well to fpeak, 
^ But not to reach the ear $ 
His loudeft voice is low and weak, 

The Dean too deaf to hear. 
A while they on each other look, 

Then different ftudies chufe : 
The Dean fits plodding on a book j 
Pope wfttka* and courts' the Mnfr. 
Now backs of letters J, though defign'd 

For thofe who more will need 'em, 
Are fillM with hints, and interlin'd, 
Himfelf can hardly read 'cm. 
* A cant word for con&ifiag U the gaUovt* 
f The noted thief-catcher, undcr-keeper of New- 
gate, who was hanged for receiving ftolen goods. 
J An allufion to the Angularity mentioned $. \fc. ^* 
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Each atom by fome other ftruck 

All turns and motions tries : 
Till, in a lump together (hick, 

Behold a Poem rife 1 

Yet to the Dean his (hare allot ; 

He claims it by a canon ; 
That without which a thing is not, 

Is, caufafine qua non. 

Thus, Pope, in vain you boaft your wit 5 

For, had our deaf Divine 
Been for your converfation fit, 

You had not writ a line. 

Of Sherlock * thus, for preaching fam'd, 

The Sexton reafon'd well ; 
And juftly half the merit claim'd, 

Becaufe he rang the bell. 



A LOVE POEM 

FROM A PHYSICIAN TO HIS MISTRESS. 

Written at London in the Year 1727. 

DY Poets we are well aflur'd 

•*-* That Love, alas ! can ne'er be cur' J : 

A complicated heap of ills, 

Defpifing bolufes and pills. 

* The Dean of St. Paul's, father to the bifliop. N. 

Ah t 



A :LOVE POEM. si 

Ah I Chloe, this I find is true, 

Since firft I gave my heart to you. 

Now, by your cruelty bard-bound, 

I {train my guts, my colon wound. 

Now jealoufy my grumbling tripes 

Aflauks with grating, grinding gripes. 

When pity in thofe eyes I view, 

My bowels wambling make mcfiew. 

When I an amorous kifs defign'd, , 

I belch' d a hurricane of wind. ., 

Once you a gentle figh let fall ; 

Remember how Ifuck*d it all : 

What colic pangs from thence I felt, 

Had you but known, your heart would melt, 

Like ruffling winds in caverns pent, 

Till Nature pointed out a vent. 

How have you torn my heart to pieces 

With maggots, humours, and caprices f 

By which I got the hemorrhoids ; 

And loathfome worms my anus voids. 

Whene'er I hear a rival nam'd, 

I feel my body all inflam'd ; 

Which, breaking out in boils and blanes t 

With yellow filth my linen ftains 5 

Or, parch'd with unextinguilh'd tbirfi, 

Small-beer I guzzle till I burfi 1 

And then I drag a bloated corpus* 

Swell'd with a dropjy> like a porpoife j 

When, if I cannot purge or Jlale, 

I mud be rapp'd to £11 a paiL 

is 3 Ty&k?& 
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DEAN SWIFT ATCtt> ARTHUR ACHESON^ 
IN THE WOttTH OP IRELAND; 

HPHE Dean would vifit Marktt-luU, 
**■ Our invitation was ibut flight i 
I faid,— Why ktdnm, if be wHlr 
And fo I bade &k Arthur write. 

His manners would not let lorn wait, 
Left we fhould think ourfehres negle&ed? 

And fo we faw him at our gate 
Three days before he "was expe&ed. 

After a week, a month, a quarter, 

And day fucceediqg after day, 
Says not a word of his departure, 

Though not a foul would have him flay. 

1 've faid enough to make htm Wufb> 

Methinks, or eHe the ©evil's tn>'t* 
But he cares not .for it a rum, 

Nor for my life will fc&ke the hint. 

But you, my dear, may let htm know,. 

In civil language, if he flays, 
How deep and foul the roads may gr©w„ 

And that he may command the chaifr. 

Or you may fay— My wife intends, 

Though I mould be exceeding proud, . 
This winter to invite fome friends, 
And, Sir, 1 know, yeu hate a,ctowd; 
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Or, Mr. Dean — I fhould with* joy 

Beg you would here continue ftill, 
But we nuift go to f Aghnacloy ; 

Or, Mr* Mwc JtfiU tafce it jil. 
The houfe accounts are daily riling; 

So muchfett4«y 4oth fwdl the J»Us ; 
My deareft Vfe, it *s ftupozing, 

How mu<fc be eats, how much he fwills. 
His brace of puppies how they ftuff! 

And they muf have three meals a day, 
Yet neyer think Aey get enough j 

His holies too eat all our hay. 
Oh 1 if I cojejd, how I would maul 

His tallow-ftce and wajnfcot-paws, 
His beetle-brows, and eyes of wall, 

And ma.ke Jhim foQngive up the caufe ! 
Muft I be every moment chid 

With f Skinny bonia, Snipe, and Lean I 
Oh ! that I could but once be rid 

Of this infulting Tyrant Dean! 

On 9 very qW XJ^ass at MarK£t-hi*.z« . 

FRAIL gkfs>! thou bear'ft that name as well as Ij 
Though oone can tell, which of us firfl mall die, 

AniSWiTR^p ZXf EMJPORR BY Dr. SwjFT« 

ME only chance can kill ; thou, frailer creature, 
May'ft.die* like jaw, by.ohancei but muft hy nature. 

* The feat of Achefon Moore, Efa. 
f The Dean ufed to call Lady AchctblkVq ti^ewpt*. 
E 4 O^ 
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ON CUTTING DOWN THE OLD THORN 
AT MARKET -HILL* 

A T Market-Hill, as well appears, 
•^^- By chronicle of ancient date, 
There flood for many hundred years 

A fpacious thorn before the gate. 

Hither came every village-maid, 
And on the boughs her garland hung ; 

And here, beneath the fpreading fhade, 
Secure from Satyrs fate and fuag. 

Sir Archibald f, that valorous knight, 

The lord of all the fruitful plain, 
Would come and Men with delight; 

For he was fond of rural {train. 

* A village near the feat of Sir Arthur Acheibn, 
where the Dean fometimes made a long vifit. The tree, 
which was a remarkable one, was much admired by 
the Knight. Yet the Dean, in one of his unaccountable 
humours, gave directions for cutting it down in the 
abfence of Sir Arthur ; who was of courfe highly in- 
cenfed, nor would fee Swift for fome time after. By 
way of making his peace, the Dean wrote this poem; 
winch had the defired effect. N. 

f Sir Archibald Achefon, fecretary of ftate for 
Scotland. 

5 (Sir 



MARKET-HILL THORN. ,57 
(Sir Archibald, whofc favorite ntmc 

Shall (land for ages on record, 
By Scottifh bards of higheft fame, 

Wife Hawthornden and Stirling's lord *.) 

But time with iron teeth, I ween, 
Has canker'd all its branches round $ 

No fruit or bloflbm to be feen, 

Its head reclining towards the ground. 

This aged, fickly, faplefs thorn, 

Which mud, alas I no longer ftand, 
Behold the cruel Dean in fcorn 

Cuts xlown with facrilegious hand. 
Dame Nature, when fhe faw the blow, 

AftoniuYd, gave a dreadful fhriekj 
And mother Tell us trembled fo, 

She fcarce recoverM in a week. 

The Sylvan powers, with fear perplex'd, 

In prudence and companion, fent 
(For none could tell whofe turn was next) 

Sad omens of the dire event. 

The magpye, lighting on the flock, 

Stood chattering with inceffant din ; 
And with her beak gave many a knock 

To rouze and warn the nymph within. 

* Drummond of Hawthornden, and Sir William 
Alexander earl of Stirling, who were both friends to 
>ii Archibald, and famous for their poetry. 
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The owl forefaw, in penfive mood, 
The ruin of her ancient feat j 

And fled in hafte, with all her brood, 
T+ feck a more fecure r e tr ea t. 

Laft trolled forth the gentle fwine, 
To eafe her itch againft the ftumpy 

And difmally was heard to whine, 
All as fhe icrubb'd her meazly nmpt 

The nymph who dwells in every tree, 
(If all be true that poets chant) 

Condemn'd by Fate's fupreme decree, 
Muft die with her expiring plant. 

Thus, when the gentle Spina found 
The thorn committed to her care 

Receiv'd its laft and deadly wound, 
She fled, and vanifh'd into air. 

But from the root a drfmal groan 
Firft ilTuing (buck the murderer't^aft a 

And, in a flirHl revengeful tone. 
This prophecy he trembling hears s 

€t Thou chief contriver of my fall, 
" Relentlefs Dean, to mifchief born ; 

" My kindred oft* thine hide fhall gall, 
" Thy gown and caflbck oft' be tors. 

«' And thy confederate dame, who brag* 
" That fte condemn'd me to the fire, 

" Shall .rend her petticoats to rags, 
" And wound her legs with every brier. 
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MAXfcfcT-HIXL THORN. J* 

94 Nor thou, lord Arthur *, fhalt efcstpe j 

" To diee J often odl'd in vain, 
".Againft riutt affiifiin in crape j 

" Yet thou could'ft tamely fee me flain ? 

" Nor, when I felt the dreadful blow, 

" Or chid the Dean, or pmeb'd thy fpoufe j 

49 Since #o» could ice roe treated fb 
" (An old retainer to your hxmfc) x 

* May that fell Dean, by whofe comqan4 
<* Was formed this M achiavilian plot, 

m Not leave * thfftlc on thy land j 
•* Then who will own thee for a Scot* 

" Pigs and fanatics, cows and teagues, 

«* Through all thy empire I forefee, 
49 To tear thy hedges, join m leagues, 

u Sworn to- revenge my thorn and mc 

"And thau? the wretch ordain'd by fate* 

" Neal Gahagan, Hibernian clown, 
M With hatchet blunter than thy pate, 

" To lock my hallow'd timber 4wvn$ 

u When thou, iufpended high in aa> 

44 Dy*fl on a more ignoble tree 
*♦ (For thou malt ileal thy landlord's mare), 

" Then, bloody caitiff think on me." 

* Sir Arthur Ache£bn» 
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MY LADY'S* 

LAMENTATION AND COMPLAINT 

AGAINST THE DEAN, 

July 28, 1728. 



URE never did man fee 
*■* A wretch like poor 

Nancy, 
So teaz'd day and night 
By a Dean and a Knight. 
To puniih my fins, 
Sir Arthur begins. 
And gives me a wipe 
With Skinny and Snipe + : 
His malice is plain, 
Hallooing the Dean. 
The Dean never flops, 
When he opens his chops; 
J 'm quite over-run 
With rebus and pun. 

Before he came here 
To fpunge for good cheer, 

1 fate with delight, 
From morning till night, 
With two bony thumbs 
Could rub my old gums, 

* Lady Achefon. 
fScep. 55 . 



Or fcratching my nofe, 
And jogging my toes ; 1 
But at prefent, fbrfooth, 
I mud not rub a tooth. 
When my elbows he fees 
Held up by my knees, 
My arms, like two props, 
Supporting my chops, 
And juft as I handle 'em 
Moving all like a pendu* 

lum; 
He trips up my props, 
And down my chin drops, 
From my head to my heels, 
Like a clock without wheels % 
1 fink in the fpken, 
An ufclefs machine. 
If he had his will, 
I fhould never fit (till : 
He comes with his whims, 
I mud move my limbs; 
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I cannot be fwcct 
Without ufing my feet 5 
To lengthen my breath. 
He tires me to death. 
By the worftof all Squires, 
Through bogs and through 

briers, 
Where a cow would be 

ftartled, 
I 'm In fpite of my heart led ; 
And, fay what I will, 
Haul'd up every hill; 
Till, daggled and tatter'd, 
My fpirits quite fhatter'd, 
I return 'home at night, 
And faft, out of fpite : 
For I *d rather be dead, 
Than it e'er fhould be faid, 
I was better for him 
In ftomach or limb. 

But now to my diet; 
No eating in quiet, 
He's (till finding fault, 
Too four or too fait : 
The wing of a chick 
I hardly can pick; 
But traih without meafure 
I (wallow with pleafure. 

Next for his diverfion, 
He rails at my perfon : 



What court -breeding is 

this! 
He takes roe to pieces : 
From (boulder to flank 
I 'm lean and am lank ; 
My nofe, long and thin, 
Grows down to my chin ; 
My chin will not ftay, 
But meets it half way : 
My fingers, prolix, 
Arc ten crooked (ticks? 
He fwears my el-— bows 
Are two iron crows, 
Or marp-pointed rocks, 
And wear out my fmocks : 
To 'fcape them, Sir Arthur 
Is fore'd to lie farther, 
Or his (ides they would gore 
Like the tuik of a boar. 

Now, changing the fcene, 
But (till to the Dean : 
He loves to be bitter at 
A lady illiterate ; 
If he fees her but once, 
He '11 fwear (he's a dunce j 
Can tell by her looks 
A hater of books ; 
Through each line of her 

face 
Her folly cautmct-, 



ta, 
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Which (poils every ieaamt 
Bcrtow'd her by iat*re; 
Butferife gives a grace 
To the homelieft. face t 
Wife books and reflexion 
Will mend the complexion : 
<A civil Divine ! 
I fuppofe, meaning mine!) 
Wo lady who wants them 
Can ever be handfom*. 

I guefe well enougfi 
What he means by this 

fluff: 
3ffe haws and he hums, 
At lail out it comes : 
What, Madam? No walk- 
ing, 
Ko reading* nor talking? 
You 're now ij*your prime, 
Make ufe of your time. 
Confider, before 
You come to threefcoie, 
<How the hufEes will fleer 
Where'er you appear t 
« That £lly old pufs 
Would fain be like us. 
What a figure ike made 
In her tarnim'd brocade!" 

And then he grows mild : 
Come, be a good child : 



If you ane iaaliatt 
To polifh you* mind* 
Be ador'd by the men 
Till threeCbore and ten, 
And kill with die %leea 
The jades of fwcteen j 
'I 'H ihew you the way : 
Read fix hours a-day. 
The wits will frequent ye, 
And think you but twenty. 

Thus, was I drawn-in* 
Forgive me ray fin. 
At breakfaft he '11 afk 
An account of my tafk. 
But a word out of joint, 
Or mifs but a point, 
He rages and frets, 
His manners forgets •, f 
And, as I am ferrous* 
Is very imperious* 
No book for delight 
Mud come in my fight j 
But, inftead of new playsi 
Dull Bacon's Eflays, 
And pore every day on 
That nafty Pantheon. 
If I be not a drudge, 
Let all the world judge. 
'Twere better be blind, 
Than thus be confin'd. 
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But, while in an ill tone* A bole where a rabbit 



I murder poor Milton, 
The Dcaa, yom wiH fwear, 
Is at ftady or prayer. 
He 's aU the day iauntenn$ 
With labourers bantering, 
Among his colleagues, 
A parcel of Teagues, 
< Whom he briagsin among 

us 
And bribes with mun- 

dungus). 
Hail fellow, well met, 
All dirty and wet : 
Find out, if you can, 
Who's matter, who 's man; 
Who makes the bell figure, 
The Dean or the digger; 
And which it the beft 
At cracking a jeft. 
How proudly he talks 
Of zigzacks and walks ; 
And all the day raves 
Of cradles and caves ; 
And boafts of his feats, 
His grottos and feats ; 
-Shews all his gew — gaw$, 
And gapes for applaufe j 
A fine occupation 
For one in his ftation! 
5 



Would (corn to inhabit^. 
Dug out in an hour j 
He calls it a bower. 

But, oh ! how welaugifc 
To fee a wild calf 
Come, driven by heat, 
And foul the green feat $ 
Or run heker-fkelter 
To his arbor, for fhelter 
Where all goes to ruin 
The Dean bat been doing? 
The girls of the village 
Come flocking for pillage. 
Pull down the fine brier* 
And thorns, to juaffe 

fires j 
But yet are fo kind 
To leave fomething bo* 

hind » 
No more need be faid on % 
I fmell when I tread on *t. 

Dear friend, doctor fenny, 
if I could but win ye, 
Or Walmfley or Whaley, 
To come hither daily, 
Since Fortune, my foe, 
Will needs have it fo, 
That I 'jb, by her frowns, 
Condomri'd to VAack \£wnv % 
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No 'Squire to be found 
The neighbourhood round 
(For, Hinder the rofe, 
, Iwouldratherchufethofe); 
If your wives will permit 

ye, 
Come here, out of pity, 
To eafe a poor lady, 
And beg her a play-day. 
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So may you be feen 
No more in the fpleen ! 
May Walmfley give wine, 
Like a hearty divine 1 
May Whaley drfgrace 
Dull Daniel's whey-face ! 
And may yourthree fpoufes 
Let you lie at friends 
houfes ! 



A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 172S. 

DERMOT, SHEELAH. 

A NYMPH and fwain, Sheelah and Dermot hight, 
Who wont to weed the court of * Gosfbrd 
Knight ; 
While each with dubbed knife remov'd the roots, 
That rais'd between the Hones their daily (hoots 5 
As at their work they fate in counterview, 
With mutual beauty fmit, their paffion grew. 
Sing, heavenly Mufe, in fweetly-flowing (brain 
The (oft endearments of the nymph and fwain. 

Dermot. 
My love to Sheelah is more firmly (ixt, 
Than ftrongeft weeds that grow thefe (tones betwixt 2 
My fpud thefe nettles from the (tones can part $ 
No knife fo keen to weed thee from my heart. 



* Sir Arthur Achefon. 
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Sheelah. 
My love for gentle Dermot fafter grows, 
Than yon tall dock that rifes to thy nofe. 
Cut down the dock, 'twill fprout again ; hut, O I 
Love rooted out again will never grow. 

Dermot. 
No more that hrier thy tender leg fhall rake : 
(I fpare the thirties for Sir Arthur's * fake.) 
Sharp are the ftones ; take thou this rufhy mat ; 
The hardeft bum will bruife with fitting fquat. 

- Sheelah. 

Thy breeches, torn behind^ ftand gaping wide ; 
This petticoat fhall fave thy dear back-fide ; 
Nor need I blufh ; although you feel it wet, 
Dermot, I vow, 'tis nothing elfe but fweat. 

Dermot. 

At an old ftubborn root I chanc'd to tug, 
When the Dean threw me this tobacco-plug : 
A longer ha'p'orth never did I fee ; 
This, deareft Sheelah, thou fhalt fhare with me. 

Sheelah. 
In at the pantry-door this morn I flipt, 
And from the fhclf a charming crufl I whipt : 
f Dennis was out, and I got hither fafe j 
And thou, my dear, fhalt have the bigger half. 

* Who was a great lover of Scotland. 
t Sir Arthur's butler. 
Vol. II. p IH*wt. 
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Qermot. 

When you faw Tady at long-bullets play, 
You fate and lous'd him all a fun-firine day. 
How could you, Sheelah, Men to his talcs, 
Or crack fuch lice as his betwixt your nails ? 

Sheelah. 
When you with Onah flood behind a ditch, 
I peep'd, and faw you kifs the dirty bitch. 
Dermot, how could you touch thefe nafty fluts r 
I alraoft wim'd this fpud were in your guts. 

Dermot, % 

If Qnah once I kifs'd, forbear .to chide ; 
Her aunt 's my goilip by my father's fide t 
But, if I ever touch her lips again, 
May I be doom'd for life to weed in rain ! 

Sheilah. 
Permot, I fwear, though' Tady's locks could hold 
Ten thoufand lice, and every loufe was gold j 
Him on my lap you never more fhall fee j 
Or may I lofe my weeding- knife— and thet ! 

Dermot. 
O, could I earn for thee, my lovely lafs, 
A pair of * Ungues to bear thee dry to mafs I 
But fee, where Norah with the fowins comes — 
Then let us rife, and red our weary bums. 

* Shoes with flat low heels. 
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ON THE 

TTVE LADIES AT SOT'S-HOI-E*, 
-WITH THE DOCTOR f AT THEIR HEAD. 

N. B. 'FHE LADIES TREATED THE DOCTOR. 

Sent as from an Officer in the Army* 1726, 

TT* AIR ladies, dumber five, 
-■• Who, in your merry freaks, 
With little Tom contrive 
To feaft on ale and fteakt 5 

While he (its by a-grinning, 

To fee you fafe in Sot's-hole, 
Set up with greafy linen, 

And neither mugs nor pots whole t 

Ab#! I never thought, 

A prieft would pleafe your palate 3 
IJefides, I '11 hold a groat, 

He '11 put you in a ballad ; 

Where I fhall fee your faces 

On paper daub'd fofoul, 
They '11 be no more like Graces, 

Than Venus like an owl. 

* An alehoufe in Dublin, famous for bcef-ileaks, 
+ Dr. Thomas Sheridan. 

F 7, Kx& 
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And we fhall take you rather 

To be a midnight pack 
Of witches met together, 

With Beelzebub in black. 

It fills my heart with woe, 
. To think, fuch ladies fine 
Should be reduc'd fo low 
To treat a dull Divine. 

Be by a Parfon cheated ! ^ 

Had you been cunning ftagers," 

You might yourfelves be treated 
By Captains and by Majors. 

See how corruption grows, 

While mothers, daughters, aunts, 

Inftead of powder'd beaux, 
From pulpits chufe gallants. 

If we, who wear our wigs - 

With fan-tail and with fnake, 
Are bubbled thus by prigs ; 

Z — ds ! who would be a rake ? 

Had I a heart to fight, 

I *d knock the Doctor down ; 
Or could I read or write, 

Egad ! I 'd wear a gown. 

Then leave him to his birch * $ 

And at The Rofe on Sunday, 
The parfon fafe at church, 

1 'U treat you with burgundy. 

^ * Dr. Siiericlan was a fc\ioo\-nu&ct» 
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THE FIVE LADIES ANSWER 

TO THE BEAU 

With the Wig and Wings at his Head, 

X^ O U little fcribbling beau, 
-*• What daemon made you write ? 
Becaufe to write you know 
As much as you can fight. 

For complimerjrfo fcurvy, 

I wifh we had you here ; 
We 'd turn you topfy-turvy 

Into a mug of beer. 

^You $K>ug!t to make a farce on 
The man and place we chofe 5 
We 're furc a iingle Parfon 
Is worth an hundred Beaux. 

And you would make us vaflals, 

Good Mr. Wig and Wings, 
To filver-clocks and taiTels r 

You would, you Thing of Things ! 

Becaufe around your cane 

A ring of diamonds is fet; 
And you, in fome bye-lane, 

Have gain'd a paultry grizette : 

Shall we, of fenfe refin'd, 

Your trifling nonfenfe bear, 
As noify as the wind, 

As empty as the air ? 

F 3 %Mt 
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We hate your empty prattle ; 

And vow and fwear 'tis true, 
There 's more in one child's rattle 

Than twenty fops like you. 

THE BEAU'ft REPLY 

TO THE 

FIVE LADIES ANSWER. 

TT7HY, how now dapper Black, 

* ~ I fmell your gown and caffock, 
As ftrong upon your back, * 

As Tifdall * fmells of a fock. 

To write fuch fcurvy fluff ! 

Fine Ladies never do 't ; 
X know you well enough, 

And eke your cloven foot. 

Fine Ladies, when they write, 

Nor fcold, nor keep a fplutter : 
Their verfes give delight, 

As foft and fweet as butter. 

But Satan never faw 

Such haggard lines as thefe : 
They flick athwart my maw, 

As bad as Suffolk-cheefe. 

* 

* A clergyman in the North of Ireland, who had 
Mudc jjropofals of mamagc to Sulla. 
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THE JOURNAL 

OF A. MODERN LADY. 

In a Letter to a Person of Quality. 1718* 

S 1 R* 

T T was a moft unfriendly part 

•■■ In you, who ought to know my hearts 

Are well acquainted with my zeal 

For all the female commonweal -*• 

How could it come into your mind 

To pitch on me, of all mankind, 

Againft the fex to write a fatire, 

And brand me for a woman-hater * 

On me, who think them all fo fair f » 

They rival Venus to a hair j 

Their virtues never ceas'd to fing, ' 

Since firft I learn'd to tune a firing ? 

Methinks I hear the ladies cry, 

Will he his character belye ? 

Muft never our misfortunes end ? 

And have we loft our only friend ? 

Ah, lovely nymphs, remove your fears, 

No more let fall thofe precious tears. 

Sooner (hall, &c. 

[Here federal verfes art omitted.] 
The hound be hunted by the hare, 
Than I turn Tebcl to the fair. 

'Twas you e»g*g'd me firft to WTOt, 
1theag*ve the T\xbjt€t out of fpke i 

F 4 *Oi 
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The journal of a modern dame 
Is by my,, promife what you.clainu . 
v My word is pad, I muft fubmit \ 
And yet perhaps you may be bit, 
I but tranfcrihe ; for not a line 
Of all the fatire fhall be mine. 
Compcll'd by you to tag in rhymes t 
The common (landers of the times, 
Of modern times, the guilt is yours, 
And me my innocence fecures. 
Unwilling Mufe, begin thy lay, 
The annals of a female day. 

By nature turn'd to play the rake well 
(As we fhall mew' you in the fequel), 
The modern dame is wak'd by noon 
(Some authors fay, not quite fo foon), 
Becaufe, though fore againft her will, 
She fate all night up at quadrille. 
She ftxetches, gapes, unglues her eyes, 
And alks, if it be time to rife j 
Of head-ach and the fpleen complains ; 
And then, to cool her heated brains, 
Her night-gown and her flippers brought her* 
Takes a large dram of citron-water. 
Then to her glafs ; and, " Betty, pray 
«* Don't I look frightfully to-day ? 
" But was it not confounded hard ? 
" Well, if I ever touch a card ! 
" Four mattadoresy and lofe codille t 
"Depend upon % I never will. 
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u But run to Tom, and bid him fix 
" The ladies here to-night by fix." 
'« Madam, the goldfmith waits below ; 
" He fays, " Hh bufinefs is to know 
" If you '11 redeem the filver cup 
" He keeps in pawn ?" — " Firft, fhew him up.*' 
" Your drcffing-plate he *11 be content 
" To take, for intereft cent, per cent. 
" And, Ma^am, there *s my lady Spade 
" Hath fent this letter by her maid." 
" Well, I remember what fhe won ; 
" And hath fhe fent fo foon to dun ? 
" Here, carry down thofe ten piftoles 
u My hufband left to pay for coals : 
t€ I thank my ftars, they all are light ; 
" And I may-have revenge to-night."' 
Now, loitering o'er her tea and cream, * 
She enters on her ufual theme ; 
Her laft night's ill-fuccefs repeats* 
Calls lady Spade a hundred cheats : 
" She flipt fpadillo in her bread, 
" Then thought to turn it to a jeft : 
u There 's Mrs. Cut and fhe combine, 
" And to each other give the fign." 
Through every game purfues her tale, 
Like hunters o'er their evening ale. 
Now to another fccne give place : 
Enter the folks with filks and lace : 
Frefh matter for a world of chat, 
Right Indian this, right Mechlin that : . 
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" Obferve this pattern ; there 's a fluff; 
«' I can have cuflomers enough. 
u Dear madam, you are grown fo hard — 
" This lace' is worth twelve pounds a* yard r 
€C Madam, if there be truth in man, 
u I never fold fo cheap a fan." 
This buiinefs of importance o'er, 
And madam almoft drefs'd by four ; 
The footman, in his ufual phrafe,* 
Comes up with, " Madam, dinner flays." 
She anfwers, in her ufual ftyle, 
«< The cook mull keep it back a while : 
u I never can have time to drefs 
" (No woman breathing takes up lefs) 5 
" I 'm hurried fo, it makes me fick 5 
" I wifh the dinner at Old Nick/*, 
At table now fhe a£ls her part, 
Has all the dinner-cant by heart : 
u I thought we were to dine alone, 
""My dear; for furc, if I had known 
" This company would come to-day — 
** But really 'tis my fpoufe's way ! 
** He 's fo unkind, he never fends 
u To tell when he invites his friends t 
" I wilh ye may but have enough 1" 
And while with all this paltry fluff 
She fits tormenting every guefl, 
Nor gives her tongue one moment's rcfl^ 
In phrafes bartered, flale, and trite, 
Which modern ladies call polite ; 



JOURNAL OF A MODERN LADY. ft 

You fee the booby hufband lit 
2n admiration at her wit ! 

But let me now a. while furvey ^ 

Our madam o'er her evening-tea ; 
Surrounded with her noify clans 
Of prudes, coquets, and harridans'* 
When, frighted at the clamorous crew* 
Away the God of Silence flew. 
And fair Discretion left the place, 
And Modefty with blufhing face : 
Now enters overweening Pride, 
And Scandal ever gaping wide ; 
Hypocrify with frown fevere, 
Scurrility with gibing air ; 
Rude Laughter feeming like to burfly 
And Malice always judging word ; 
And Vanity with pocket-glafs,. 
And Impudence with front of brafs £ 
And ftudy'd Affectation came, 
Each limb and feature out of frame ; 
While Ignorance, with brain of lead r 
Flew hovering o'er each female head. 

Why fhouW I aik of thee, my Mufe, 
An hundred tongues, as poets ufe, v 

When, to give every dame her due, 
An hundred thoufand were too few ? 
Or how (ho aid I, alas, relate 
The fum of all their fenfelefs prate, 
Their innuendos, hints, and flanders, 
Their meanings lewd, and double catcniroT 
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4 Now comes the general fcandal-charge j 
What fome invent, the reft enlarge j 
And, " Madam, if it be a lye, 
" You have the tale as cheap as I : 
" I muft conceal my author's name ; 
" But now 't^s known to common fame/* 

Say, foolifh females, bold and blind, 
Say, by what fatal turn of mind, 
Are you on vices moft fevere, 
Wherein yourfelves have greateft (hare ? 
Thus every fool herfelf deludes 5 
The prudes condemn the abfent prudes : 
Mopfa, who ftinks her fpoufe to death, 
Accufes Cloe's tainted breath ; 
Hircina, rank with fweat, prefumes 
To cenfure Phyllis for perfumes ; 
While crooked Cynthia, fnecring, fays, 
That Florimel wears iron ftays : 
Cloe, of every coxcomb jealous, 
Admires how girls can talk with fellows ; 
And, full of indignation, frets, 
That women fhould be fuch coquets : 
Iris, for fcandal moft notorious, 
Cries, "Lord, the world is fo cenforious \" 
And Rufa, with her combs of lead, 
Whifpers that Sappho's hair is red : 
Aura, whofe tongue you hear a mile hence, 
Talks half a day in praife of filence : 
And Sylvia, full of inward guilt, 
Calls Amoret an arrant jilt. 
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Now voices over voices rife, 
While each to be the loudeft vies : 
They contradict, affirm, difpute, 
No fiflgle tongue one moment mute ; 
AIL mad to fpeak, and none to hearken, 
They,fet the very lap-dog barking; 
Their chattering makes a louder din 
Than fifhwives o'er a cup of gin : 
Not fchoolboys at a barring-out 
Rais'd ever.fuch incellant rout: 
The jumbling particles of matter 
In chaos made not fuch a clatter ; 
Far lefs the rabble roar and rail, 
When <Jru*k with four election-ale. 

Nor do they truft their tongues alone, 
But fpeak a language of their own j 
Can read a nod, a fhrug, a look, 
Far better than a printed book j 
Convey a libel in a frown, 
And wink a reputation down : 
Or, by the toiling of the fan, 
Defcribe the lady and the man. 

But fee, the female club diibands, 
Each twenty vifits on her hands. 
Now all aloi*e poor madam (its 
In vapours. and»hyfteric fits : 
" And was not Tom. this morning fent ? 
€( I *d lay my life, he never went : 
" Pad fix, and not a Jiving foul 1 
- " I might by this have won a vole," 
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A dreadful interval of fpleen ! 
How fhall we pafs the time between ? 
* Here, Betty, let me take my drops j 
** And feel my puKe, I know it flops : 
-*' This head of mine, lord, how it fwims t 
" And fuch a pain in all my limbs V 
M Dear madam, try to take a nap" — 
But now they hear a footman's rap : 
M Go, run, and light the ladies up : 
" It mull be one before we fup." 

The table, cards, and counters, fet, 
And all the gamefter-ladies met, # 

Her fpleen and fits recovered* quite, 
Our madam can fit-up all night ; 
•* Whoever comes, I 'm not within." — i 
<Juadrille 's the word, and fo begin. 

How can the Mufe her aid impart, 
Unflull'rf in all the terms of art ? 
Or in harmonious numbers put 
The deal, the fhuffle, and the cut? 
The fuperftitious whims relate, 
That fill a female-gamefter's pate ? 
What agoriy of foul fhe feels 
To fee a knave's inverted heels ! 
She draws up card by card, to find 
Good fortune peeping from behind.* 
With panting heart, and earned eyes, 
In hope to fee fpadillo rife : 
In vain, alas ! her hope is fed ; 
-She draws an ace, and fee»*t red j 
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In ready counters never pays, 

But pawns her fnuff-box, rings, and keys ; 

Ever with fome new fancy ftruck, 

Tries twenty charms to mend her luck* 

4t This morning, when the par/on came, 

" I (aid I fhould not win a game. 

4< This odious chair, how came I ftuck in 't ? 

«« I think I never had good-luck in 't. 

'* I 'm fo uneafy in my (lays ; 

" Your fan a moment, if you pleafe. 

44 Stand further, girl, or get you gone; 

u I alwayi lofe when you look on." 

" Lord ! madam, you have loft codiUei 

41 I never faw you play fo ill." 

44 Nay, madam, give me leave to fay, 

*' 'Twas you that threw the game away t 

44 When ladyCTrickfey play'd a four, 

44 You took it with a mattadore 5 

41 I faw you touch your wedding-ring 

44 Before my lady call'd a king ; 

u You fpoke a word began with H, 

44 And I know whom you meant to teach, 

44 Becaufe you held the king of hearts ; 

44 Fie, madam, leave thefc little arts." 

44 That 's not fo bad as one that rubs 

" Her chair, to call the king of clubs j 

44 And makes her partner underftand 

44 A mattadore is in her hand." 

44 Madam, you have no caufe to flounce, 

44 I fwear I faw you thrice renounce." 
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" And truly, madam, I know when 
" Inftead of <ive, you fcor'd me ten. 
" Spadillo here has got a mark ; 
u A child may know it in the dark r 
€t I gueft the hand : it feldom fails : 
** Lwifh fome folks would pare their nails." 

While thus they rail, and fcold, and ftorm, 
It pafies but for common form : 
But, confcious that they .all fpeak true, 
And give each other but their due, 
It never interrupts the game, 
Or makes, them fenfible of ihame. 

The time too precious now to wafte, 
The fupper gobbled up in hafle ; 
Again afrefli to cards they run, 
As if they had but jufl begun. 
But I (hall not again repeat, 
How oft' they fyuabble, fnarl, and cheat. 
At laft thejr near the watchman knock, 
" A frofty morn — paft four o'clock." 
The chairmen are not to be found, 
" Come, let us play the other round." 

Now all in hafle they huddle on 
Their hoods, their cloaks, and get them gone ; 
But, firft, the winner rauft invite 
The company to-morrow night. 
Unlucky madam, left in tears 
(Who new again quadrille forfwears), 
With empty purfe, and aching head, 
Steals to her fleeping fpoufe to bed. 



A D I A L O G U E 

B-LTWElll 

-MAD M-UttLrlNIX*' AND TIMOTHY. 

•M. TOWN, 'tis not my bread and butter $ 

•*• But pry thee, Tim, why all this clutter? 
"Why ever in thefe raging fits, 
'Damning to bell the Jacobites > 
When, if you feardi ihe kingdom round, 
There 's hardly twenty to be found ; 
"No, not among the pritfts. and friars — 

T. 'Twixt you and me, G — d — n the lyars!" 

M. The Tories.are gone.every man o-'er 
To our illufkiousjhoufe of Hanover.; 
From all their conduct this is plain j 
And then — • 

T. G — d-»-n die lyars again ! 
-Did not an earl but lately vote, > 

To bring in (I could cur his throat) 
Our whole accounts of public debts? 

M. Wdl how this frothy coxcomb frets 1 [qfide. 

T. Did not an able ftatefman hifhop 
This dangerous horrid motion diih-up 
As popifb craft-? did he not rail on \ } 
Shew fire.and faggot in the tail on 't >• 

* A. fictitious name. .See the hiftory o£ \\tts \jwkw\xw 
the i* Intelligencer," N° viii. N. 
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Proving the earl a grand offender, 
And in a plot for the Pretender ; 
Whofp;fle#, *tjs all, ou^Jriendi opinion, 
Was then embarking. at Avignon? 

[A few dull lines are here purppfely omitted.] 
M.' Hieie wrangling" jars of Whig and Tory 
Are dale and worn as Troy-town (lory : 
The wrong, 'tis certain, you were both in, 
And now ybu find you fought for nothing.^ 
Tour fa&ion, when their game was new, 
Might want fuch noify fools as you \ 
But you, when all the {how is pad, 
Rcfolve-to ftand it out the lad ; 
Like Martin Mao-all*, gaping-on, 
Not minding when the fong is done. 
When all the bees are gone to fettle, 
You clatter dill your brazen kettle. 
The leaders whom you lifted under 
Have dropt their arms, and feiz'd the plunder $ 
And when the war is pad, you come 
To rattle in their ears your drum : 
And as that hateful hideous Grecian 
Thertitcs (^e was your relation) . 
Was more abhorr'd and fcorn'd by thofc 
With whom he ferv'd, than by his foes j 
So thou art grown the deteftation 
Of all thy party through the nation : 
Thy peevifh and perpetual teazing 
With plots, and Jacobites, and trcafon, 

* A character in one of Dr jden*s commie*. v 
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Thy bufy, never-meaning ?a66, 
Thy fcrewM-up front, thy ■ftate-grimacc, 
Thy formal nods, import ant fiieerc, 
Thy whifperings fcriflcd in ail cars 
(Which are, whatever you may think, 
But nonfenfe wrapt up in a fHnk), 
Have made thy prefence, in a true fenfe, 
To thy own fidetfo d — n'd a nufance, 
That, when they have you in their eye, 
As if the devil drove, they fly. 

T. My good friend Mullinix, forbear 4 
I vow to G — , you 're too fevece : 
If it^ould ever yet be known 
I took advice, except my own, 
It fhould be yours : but, d— n my bloodl 
I muil purfue the public good : 
The faction (is it not notorious ?) 
Keck at the memory of Glorious *i 
"Tis true j nor need I to be told, 
My quondam friends are grown fo cold, 
That fcarce a creature can be found 
To prance with me die (fatufe round. 
The public fafety, I forefee, 
Henceforth depends alone on me ; 
And while this vital breath I blow, 
Or from above, or from below, 
I 11 fputter, fwagger, curfe, and- rail, 
The Tories terror, feburge, and flail. 

M. Tim, you mi (take the matter quite ; 
The Tories 1 you are their delight \ 

* K'wf William III. 

G z hx\l 
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And 'mould you a& a different, part, 
Be grave*nd wife, 'twould 'break their, heart. 
Why, Tim, you have a tafte I know, 
And often fee z.p*ppeUjbow s 
Obferve, the audience is in 'pain, 
While Punch is ,hid behind .the fcene ; 
But, when they ketr his. Tufty voice, 
* With what impatience -they rejoice I 
And theivthey value not two draws, 
Hew Solomon decides the caufe, 
•Which the. true mother, which prttendtr % 
Nor liften to the witch of Endor. 
Should Fauftus, with the Devil -behind him, 
Enter the ftage, tbey Jiev*r mind him t 
'■ If Punch* to fa* their fancy, - fhews 
In at the door his- monftrous nofe, 
Then f widen draws it back again * 
£) what, a pl*afurc mixt with paial 
T You every moment think an age, 
Till he appears .upon the ftage : 
And-firft his bum you fee him clap 
'• Upon the queen of Sheba's lap : 
The duke of Lorraine drew his fworcU . 
Punch roaring ran, and running roar'd, 
Reviles all people in his jargon, 
And fells the king of Spain a bargain ; 
St. George himfelf lie. plays the wag on, 
And mounts aftridc upon die dragon; 
He gets a thoufand thumps and kicks, 
JYet cannot leave bis roguilh tricks j. ... 



OTAIVMULLINIX- AND TIMOTHY. H 

Ih every a£tion thrufts his nofe \ 
Th# reafon why, no mortal knows : 
In doleful fcenes that break our heart, 
Punch comes, like you* and lets a fart: 
There 's not a puppet made of wood, 
But what would hang him, if they could ; : 
While, tearing all, by aH he *s teaz'd, 
How well are the fpeftatore plcas'd \ ' 
Who in the motion have no lhare, 
But purely oome to hear and ftare r' 
Have no concern -for Sabra's fake, 
Which gets the better j faint or fnake, • 
Provided Punch (for there's the jeft) 
Be foundly maultl, anfl plague- the tefly ■ 

Thus, Tim, phiiofophers ftfppofe, . 
The miofld cottfijii a/ }uppet-Jbowos • 
\ Where petulant conceited fellows- # 
Perform the part of Punchinellocs : 
So at this booth/ which we call Dublin, 
Tim, thou 'rt the Punch to {tor up trouble in j • 
You wriggle, fidge, aad make a routy 
( Put all your brother puppets out, 
» Kan on in a perpetual round, 
.To teaze',* perplex, difturb, confound, 
Intrude with monkey-grin and clatter 
To interrupt all feribus matter ; 
Are grown the nuifance of -your clan % 
• Who hate and fcorn you to a man : 
But then the lookers-on, the Tories > . 
y ou ilill divti t with merry ftories; 

G 3 TV*j 
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They would confent that all the crew 
Were hang'd, before they '& part with you-. 

But tell me, Tina, upon the fpot,. 
By all this toil what, htf thou got ? 
If Tories mud have all the fport, 
I fea,r you '11 be diigrae'd at court. 

T. Got? IV- n my blood J Ifrqtk up UtUr 
Walk to ray place before my better* j. 
And, fimple a« I now ftand here, 
Expeel in time to he a peer — 
Got ? D —4i me ! why \ got my. will I 
Nc'tr hold my peace, and ne'er {land ftill; 
fcfart with twenty ladies by - r 
They call me beatt ;. and yhaxcare I ? 
I bravely call the Tories Jacks, 
And funs of whores — behind their backs* 
Bur, could you bring mc once, la think. 
That, when 1 ftrut, and flare, and ftink,. 
Revile and fianckr, fume and Horiu, 
Betray, make oath, impeach, inform, 
With fuch a con ft ant loyal zeal 
To ferve myfelf and common-weal, 
And fret the Tories' foul to. death, 
I did but lofe my precious breath $ 
And, when I damn my foul to plague* 'em^ 
Am, as you tell me, but their may-game ; 
Confumc my vitals ! they mall know* 
I am not to be treated fo ; 
t 'd rather hang myfelf by half, 
Than give thofe rafcals caufe to laugh* 



MAD attJLIilSlX ASD tl^IOTHT. l 7 

But how, m> friend, can I endure, 
Once fo rcnownxr, to live obfeure ? 
No little boyS and girR to cry, 
" There 's nimbre Tim a-paffin£ by ?" 
No more my dear delightful way tread 
Of keeping up a forty bairict? 
Will none the Tory digs purfue, 
When through the ftreets I cry hiaHoo? 
Muft all hiy d — n me>s \ bloods and wounds ! 
Pafs only liow for empty bounds * 
Shall Tory rafeals be elected, 
Although I fwear them difaffcy&ed ? . 
And, when I roar, «* A plot, a plot !" 
Will our own party mind me not*? 
So qualify'd to fwear and lye, 
Will they not truft me for a fiy ? 

Dear MulUnix, your good advice 
I beg $ you fee the cafe is nice : 

! were I equal in renown, 

Like thee to pleaTe this thank lefs tbwn ? 
Or, blefs'd with fuch engaging' parts 
To win the truant fchool-boys* hearts \ 
Thy virtues meet their juft reward,' 
Attended by the fable guard. 
Charm 'd by thy voice, the 'prentice drops 
The fnow-ball deftin'd at thy chops : 
Thy graceful fteps, and colonel's air, 
Allure the cinder- picking fair. 

M. No more — in mark of true affcflicn/ 

1 take thee under my protection : 

G 4. ^c\\\\ 
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Your parts are good, 'tis not deny'd* 
I wifh they had -been well apply 'd. 
But now ohferve my council, (viz.) • 
Adapt your habit to your phyz j 
You muft no longer thus equip ye, 
As Horace fays, epiat tpbipfia ; 
(There 's Latin too, that you may fee 
How much improv'd by Dr* — ). 
I have a coat at home, that you may try; 
•Tis juft like this, which hangsby geometry. 
My hat has much the nicer air j 
Vour block will fit it to a hair. 
That wig, I would not for. the world- 
Have it fo formal, and fo curl'd j 
'Twill be fo oily and fo fleck, 
When I have lain in it- a- week, 
You '11 find it well prepar'd to take 
The figure of toupee and (nake. 
Thus drefs'd alike from top to-toe, 
That which is which 'tis hard to know;. 
When firft in public we appear, 
J IMead tiie van, you kesp the rear; 
Be careful, as you walk behind ; 
Ufe all the talents of your mind j 
Be ftudious well to imitate 
My portly motion, mien, and gair ; 
Mark my addrefs, and learn niy ftyle, 
When to look fcornful, when to fmile 5 
Nor fputter out your oaths fo fait, 
ut keep your fwearing to the lift. 
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Then at.our.leifure we '11 be witty,. 
And in the ftreets divert the city j. 
The ladies from the windows gaping.. 
The children all oar motions aping*. - 
Your comrerfation to refine* . ■ t 

I '11 take you to fome friend o£. mine* : 
Cboic* Jpirits, who employ their. part*. * 
To mend the world by ufeful arts, i '. 
Some cleaning, hollow tubes, ^o fpj- 
Direct the zenith of . the iky j 
Some have the city in their care*. , 
From noxious fleams to purge the air j 
Some teach us in thefe dangerous days; 
How to walk upright in our ways $ 
Some whole reforming hands-engage 
To lafli the. lewdnefs of the agej ; 
Some for the public fervice go 
Perpetual envoys to and fro j 
Whofe able heads fupport the weight* 
Of twenty minifters of (late* 
We feorn, for want of talk, to jabber 
Of parries ^er our l$mny-eUibber : 
Nor arc we ftudtous to enquire* 
Who votes for manors, who for hire i- 
Out* cave is # to improve the mind 
With what concerns all human-kind ; 
The various fcenes of mortal life $ 
Who beats her hulband, who his wife r 
Or how the bully at a (broke 
Knock'd down the boy. the lantern broke. 

Qtft 



One tells the rife of cheefe att! batmttl jr 
Another when he? got a hot meal ; 
One gives advice in proverb* did* * 
Jnftrucls us How to tame a fcbld J * . " 
One fhews how brately Audouin dy'd, 
And at the galldws kit den*yM • 
How by the drhttti&ck 'tis clear, 
That herring* will bd cheslpf this* yea*. 
T. Dear Mullraix, J riW Jatrifetit. * 
My precious time fo long ntii-fpeht^ 
By nature meant for nobler dti&i : 
O, introduce me tor your ffteittfs! 
For whom by birth 1 was deflgfriVl, 
Till politicks debaVVTnty mind t 
I give myfetf entiYifto you',* 
G-r- d— n the Whigs and' Tories tdo !- 



TIM* ANI> THE FABLEa 

-jL/rY meaning will be befl uurdvetd, ; 
-* ^ When 1 ffemife that tim has trdvitd. 

In Lucas 's by chance there lay 
The Fables writ oy Mr, Gay. 
Tim fet the volume on a {able/ 
Read over here and there a fable; 
And found, as he the pages twirl'd, 
The Monkey who had feep the world i 
(For Tonfon had, to help the fale, 
Prefix'd a cut to every tale.) 

Stc an account of him in the "InteVW^ctt^ \fc 
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The Monkey was convpiettty drtft, 
The Beau !n all his tin exprtft* 

Tim, with furpriwj and ptaaftire flaring^ 

Ran to the glafs, and then comparing 

His own fweet figure with. the print, 

Diflinguilh'd every feature jtf.l* 

The twift, theTqueew, the rump* .the fldgc. is all, 
. Juft as they lotfk'd in the originaL, 

u By — ," fays Tini, and let a- fart, 

H This graver underltood his art. 

" 'Tis a true copy, 1 11 fay that for t r 

u I well remembir^ wheja I fat for 't. 

" My very {ace/ as firft 1 knew it ; 

f Juft in this dreft the palnteir drew it.' r 

Tim, with his likenek deeply fmttren, 

Would read, whab underneath was written,. 

The merry. tale, with* moral grave, 

He now began ty> ftotra, and rave t 

u The curfed Ariilatn I iwwlfc 

" This was a libel rqea&e at me : 

* Thele fcribblqr* grow fb* boRI of late 

u Againft us mihhters of ftate ! 
" "«Such Jacobites as hedeferve.— • 
. u D— n me.! I fay, they ought to ftarvc." 

TOM MULLIN15L ANDr DICK^ 
d 

I^OM and Dick had equal fame r 
A And both had equal knowledge \ 

Tom could write and fpell his name, 
But Dick had feen the college. 
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Dick a coxcomb, Tom was mad, . 

And both alike diverting j 
Tom was held the* merrier Jad, 

But Dick the baft at farting. 

Dick would cock hit nofe in-fcorn, , 
But Tom wasr kind and loving j 

Tom a foot-boy brejl and born, 
But Dick was from an oven. 

Dick could neatly dance a- jig, 
But Tom was beft.at borees ; 

Tom would pray for, every Whig*, 
And Dick curfe all the Tories. 

Dick would make a. woeful noife, , 
And fcold at an election ; 

Tom huzza'd the black-guard boys,. 
And held them in fufcjc&ien. - 

Tom could move with lordly grace, v 
Dick nimbly fkipt the gutter ; 

Tom could talk with folemn face, 
But Diek could better fputter. 

Dick was come to high renown 
Since he commenced phyucian j . 

Tom was held by all the town 
The deeper politician. 

Tom had the genteekr fwing»~ 
His hat could nicely put on ; . 

Dick knew- better, how to fwing 

His cane upon a button. • 
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^Dick for repartee was fit, 

And Tom for deep difcerning ; 
Dick was thought the brighter wit, 

But Tom had* better learning. .- ' 

•Dick with zealous no's and ay's 

Could roar as loud as Stentor, 
*In the houfe 'tis all he fays 1 

But Tom i» eloquenten 

Dl 1 C K. 

A M AG G O T. 

;A S when, from rooting in a bk, 
-***■ All powder'd o'er from tail toxhia, 

A lively maggot f allies our, 

You knowhm* by his hazel fnout : 

So when the grandfon of hisgrandfire 
* Forth iffues wriggling, Dick Drawcaafir, 
-With powder'd rump and back. and fide, 

You cannot blanch his tawny hide ; 
•For 'tis beyond the power of meal 

The gipfy vifage to conceal : 
*For, as he fhakes his wainfcot chops, 
J)own every mealy atom drops, 

And leaves the tartar phiz, in fhow 
♦like a frefh t— d juft dropt oa fhow. 
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CLAD ALL IN BROWN. TO DICK. 
IMITATED FROM COWLEY. 

T^OULEST hcutethat ftimks below* 
■*" Why in this brown doft thou appear ? 
For, wouLTft thou make a .fouler (how, 
Thou mud go naked all the year. 

Frefli from the mud a wallowing fow 

Would. then be not fo brown as thou. 

*Tis not the coat that looks fo dun, 

His hide emits a foulnefs out} 
Hot one jot; better looks* the fun 
' Seta frwrn behind a dirty clout : 
So t— ds within a glafs enelofc, 
The glafs will^eeol as brown as thofe* 

Thou ncfir owe" heap oP foulnefs art, 
All otttward' anrd within is foul j 
Condonftd 'iHfh'in every part - , 
Thy body *s ctoarhed like- thy foul j 
Thy foul, which through thy hide of buff 
Scarce glimmers like a dying fnurT. 

Old carted bawds fuch garments wear, 

When pelted all with dirt they fhine; 
Sucli their exalted bodies -arc, 
As (hrivel'd and as black as thine. 
If thou wert in a cart, I fear 
Thou would'ft be pelted worfe than they 're. 



CLAp AVL IJl $ROWtf. ^ 

Yet, when w> fee. thee thus arrayd. 

The neighbour* tfijnk ifc is. fytf juft^ 
That thou ftvov^cft* take, an, hpneflt trafje, . 
And weekly, cajxy out t}ie~chu% 
Of cleanly houfes-.wJhp will, doubt. 
When Dick cries* «« Duft tp carry qup ?" 

DICK'S VARIETY, 

T*\ ULL uniformity in foqjs, 

*~^ I hate, who gape and fneer by rules. 

You, Mullihix, and flobbering C , 

"Who every day and hour the fame are; 

That vulgar talent I defpife 

Of pifling In the rabble's eyes. 

And when I liften to. the noife 

Of ideots roaring to the boys ; 

To better judgements dill fubmitting, • * 

I own I fee but little wit in ; 

Such paftimes, when-our -taft© is nice* 

Can pleafe at moil bu^once or twice. 

But riven, cpnfider Dick,, you '11 End. ■ * 

His genius of fuperior kind j 
He never- muddles in the. dirt, 
Nor /cowers the ,faeet$ without a ftirt ; 
Though Dick, I dare prefurae to fay, 
Could do fuch feats as well as they. 
Dick I could venture every where, 
Let the boys pelt him if .they dare \ 



$* SWIFT'S POEMS. 

DR. SWIFT'S COMPLAINT, 

ON HIS OWN DEAFNESS^ 

WITH AN ANSWER. 

DOCTOR. 
"p\BAF, giddy, heTpleft, left alone; 
-*"^ AtfSW&R. 

Except the firft, die fault 's your own* 

DOCTOIU 

To all my friends a- burthen grown : 

ANSWER. 

Becaufe to few you will be fhewn. 
Give them good wine, and meat to ftun> 
You may have company enough. 

DOCTOR. 

No more I hear my church's bell; 
Than if it rang out for my knell; 

ANSWER. 

Then write and read, 'twill do as well; 

DOCTOR. 

At thunder now no more 1 ftart, 
Than at the rumbling of a cart. 

ANSWER. 

Think then of thunder when you fare 

DOCTOR. 

And, what '» incredible, alack! 
No more I hear a woman's clack. 

ANSWER. 

A woman's clack, if I have (kill, 
Sounds /bmewhat like a throwfter's mill} 
But louder than a hell, or tYiundct \ 
Time does, I own, uicreafe my vjoutet. t*^ 
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DR. SWIFT TO HIMSELF, 

OR 

SAINT CECILIA'S DAY. 

/~* RAVE Dean of St. Patrick's, how comes it to pafs r 
*^ That you, who. know mulic no more than an aft, 
That you, who fo lately were writing of Drapiers, 
Should lend your cathedral to players and fcrapers I 
To act fuch an opera once fn a year, 
So offenfive to every true Proteftant car, 
With trumpets, and fiddles, and organs, and finging, 
Will fure the Pretender and Popery bring in. 
No Proteftant Prelate, his Lordfliip or Grace, 
Durfk there (hew his Right or Moil Reverend face z 
How would it pollute their croficrs and rochets 
To liften to minims, and quavers, and crotchets I 

£ The ftp is wanting. \ 

ON 

PADD Y'S CHARACTER 
OF THE INTELLIGENCER*. 

A S a thorn-bufh, or oaken-bough> 
^* Stuck m an Irlih cabin's brow, 

Above 

* Dr. Sheridan was publisher of the * Intelligencer," 

a weekly paper, written principally by bimfeif | but Dr. 

H * m& 
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Above the door, at country-fair, 

Betokens entertainment there ; 

So bays on poets' brows have been 

Set, for a fign of wit within. 

And, as ill neighbour? in the" night 

. Pull down an ale-houfe bufli for fpito j 

The lauiel fo, by poets worn, 

Is by the teeth of Envy torn 5 

Envy, a canker-worm, which tears 

Thofe facred leaves that lightning /pares. 
And now t' exemplify this moral: 

Tom having earn'd a twig of laurel 

fWhich, rheafur'd on his head, was found 

Not long enough to reach half round, 

But, like a girf s cockade, was ty'd, 

A trophy, on his temple-fide) ; 

Paddy rcpin'd to fee him wear 

This badge of honour in his hair ; 

And, thinking this cockade of wit 

Would his own temples better fit, 

Forming his Mufe by Smedley s f model, 

Xets drive at Turn's devoted noddle, 

Pelts hrm by turns With Veife and profey 

Hums like a hornet at his nofe, 
Swift occafionally fupplied him with a letter. J)r t Dc- 
lany, piqued at the approbation thofe papers received, 
attacked them violently both in converfation and in 
print; but unfortunately {tumbled on fome of the num- 
bers which the Dean had Written, and all the world ad* 
n rirtd; which gave rife to thefe verfes. N. 
f£z.&*£han of Ferns. See the next frc&u ^ 
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At length prefumes to vent his fattre on 
The Dean, Tom's honoured friend tad patron* 
The eagle m the tale, ye know, 
Teaz'd by a buzzing W4fp below, 
Took wing to Jove, and hop'd to red 
Securely* in the thunderer's bread : 
In vain ; even there, to fpoil his. nod, 
fhejpitefidinfecl flung die god, 

p a k o d y 

O.N A 

CHARACTER OF DEAN SMEDLEV* 
Written in Latin by himfelf. 

'T^HEvery reverend Dean Smcdley, 
-*" Of dullnefsj pride, conceit, a medley* 
Was equally allow'd to fhine 
As poet, fcbolar, and divine j 
With godlintfs cpuld well difpenfe, 
Would be a rake, but wanted fenfe $ 
Would ftriftly after Truth enquire, 
Becaufe he dreaded to come nigh her. 
For Liberty no champion bolder, 
He hated bailiffs -at his fhoulder. 
To half the world a flanding jeft* 
A perfeft nuifante to the reft * 
From many (and we may believe him) 
Had the beft wilhes .they cquld give him* 

* The original is in the " Supplcineiu to WtfV ^ 
' H 3 to 
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To all mankind a conftant friend, 
Provided they had cafb to lend. 
One thing he did before he went hence, 
He left us a laconic fentence, 
By cutting of his phrafe, and trimming, 
To prove that Bifhops were old women. 
Poor Envy durft not (hew her phiz, 
She was fo terrified at his. 
He waded,- without any fhame, 
Through thick and thin to get a name, 
Tried every (harping trick for bread, 
And after all he feldom fped. 
When Fortune favour'd, he was nice ; 
He never once would cog the dice t 
But, if (he turn'd againft his play, 
He knew to flop a quatre trots. 
Now found in mind, and found in corpus, 
(Says he) though farell'd like any porpoife, 
He heys from hence at forty-four 
(But by bis leave be finks a /core) 
To The Eaft Indies, there to cheat, 
Till he can purchafe an eftate ; 
Where, after he has fill'd his theft, 
He 11 mount his tub, and preach his bed, 
And plainly prove, by dint of text, 
This world is his, and theirs the next. 
Left that the reader fhould not know 
The bank where laft he fet his toe, 
Twas Greenwich. There he took a fhip, 
And g^vc his creditors the flip. 
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"But left cbromUgy mould vary, 
-Upon the Ides of February ; 
Jnfevtnteen hundred tight and twenty, 
To Fort St. George a pedlar went he* 
Ye Fates, when all he gets is fpent, 
Return jum beggar as «e went ! 

3PAULUS. 3Y MR. LINDSAJY*. 

Dublin, Sept. 7, 1728. 
*" A SLAVE to crowds, fcorch'd with the fummer's 

■«"■ " heats, 
*' In courts the wretched lawyer toils and fweats.; 
-«« While fmiling Nature, in her'beft attire, 
*** Regales each fenfc, and vernal joys infpire. 
-" Can he, who knows that real. good fliould pleafc, 
" Barter for gold his liberty and cafe?" — 
Thus Paulus preaoh'd : — When, entering at the door, 
Upon his board the client pours the ore : 
-He grafps the raining gift, pores o'er the caufe, 
Forgets the fun, and dozeth on the laws. 

• THE ANSWER. 
BY DR. SWIFT. 

T INDS AY miftakes the matter quite, 
**-* And honeft Panlus judges right. 
Then, why thefe quarrels to the fun, 
Without whofe aid you're all undone ? 
* Mr. Lindfay, a polite and elegant fcholar, at that 
time an eminent pleader in Dublin, afterwards one of 
the ju faces of the court of common-picas. ^ . 
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Did Paulus e'er complain of fweat ? 
Did Paulus e'er the fan forget ; 
, The influence of whofe golden beams 
Soon licks up all unfavory fleams ? 
The fun, you fay, his fade hath kifs'd s 
It has ; but then it greas'd his fift. 
True lawyers, for the wifeft ends, 
Have always been Apollb's friends. 
Not for hi« fuperficial powers 
Of ripening fruits, and gilding flowers j 
Not for infpiring poets brains 
With pennylefs and fbnrveling ftrains ; 
Not for his boafled healing art; 
Not for his (kill to (hoot the dart j 
Nor yet becaufe he fwectly fiddles; 
Nor for his prophecies in riddles : 
But for a more fubftantial caufe— 
Apollo 's patron of the laws ; 
Whom Paulus ever muft adore, 
As parent of the golden ore, 
By Phoebus, an inccftuous birth, 
Begot upon his grand-dame Earth ; 
By Phoebus firft produc'd to light ; 
By Vulcan form'd fo round and bright : 
Then ofrer'd at the fhrine of juftice, 
By clients to her priefte and truftees. 
Nor, when we fee Aitraea ftand 
With even balance in her hand, 
Mud we fuppofe fhe hath in view, 
How to give every man his due 5 
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Her fcales you fee her only hold, 

To weigh her priefts* the lawyers goM. 

Now, fhottld I own your cafe was grievous, 
Poor fweaty Paulus, who VI believe us ? 
*Tis very true, and none denies, 
At lead, that fuch complaints are wife : 
*Tis wife, no doubt, as clients fat you more, 
To cry, like ftatefmen, Quanta patimur f 
But, fince the truth muft needs be ftretched, . 
To prove that lawyers are fo wretched j 
This paradox I '11 undertake, 
For Paulus' and for Lindfay's fake; 
By topicks, which, though I abomine 'em, 
May ferve as argument* ad bmintto : 
Yet I difdain to offer thofe 
Made ufe of by detracting foes. 

I own, the curfes of mankind 
Sit light upon a lawyer's mind : 
The clamours of ten thoufand tongue* 
Break not his reft, nor hurt his lungs. 
I own, his confeience always free 
(Provided- he has got his fee) ; 
Secure of conftant peace within, 
He knows no guilt, who knows no (in. 

Yet well they. merit to be pitied, 
By clients always over-witted. 
And though the gofpel feems to fay 
What heavy burthens lawyers lay 
Upon the (boulders of their neighbour, 
Nor lend a finger to the labour, 
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Always for faving their own bacon : 
No doubt, the text is here miftaken : 
The copy's falfe, and fenfe is rack'd : 
To prove it, I appeal to fa& ; 
And thus by dcmonftxation (hew 
What burthens lawyers undergo. 
With early clients at his door, 
Though he was drunk the night before, 
And crop-fick with unclubb'd-for wine, 
The wretch muft be at court by nine ; 

- Half funk beneath his briefs and bag, 
As ridden by a midnight hag: 
Then, from therbar, harangues the bench, 
In Engliih rile, and viler French, 
And Latin, vileft of the three ; 
And all for poor ten moidores fee ! 
Of paper how is he prof ufe, 
With periods long, in terms abftrufe ! 
What pains he takes to be prolix, 
A thoufand lines to ftand for fix ! 
Of common fenfe without a word in I 
And is not this a grievous burden ? 
The lawyer is a common drudge, 
To fight our caufe before the judge t 
And, what is yet a greater curfe, 
Condemned to bear his client's purfe ; 
While he, at eafe, fecure and light, 
Walks boldly home at dead of night; 
When term is ended, leaves the town, 
Trots to his counrry-uaanfion down ; 
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And, difencumberM of his load, 

No danger dreads upon the road $ 

Defpifeth rapparees, and rides 

Safe through the Newry mountains fides, 

LincKay, 'tis you have fet me on, 
To ftate this queftion pro and con. 
My fatire may offend, *tis true ; 
•However, it concerns not you. 
I own, there may, in every clan, 
Perhaps, be found one honeft man ; 
Yet link them clofe, in this they jump. 
To be but rafcals in die lump. 
Imagine Lindfay at the bar, 
He 's much the fame his brethren are ; 
Well taught by practice to imbibe 
The fundamentals of his tribe : 
And, in his client's juft defence, 
Muft deviate oft' from common fenfe ; 
And make his ignorance difcerncd, 
To get the name of Council Learned 
(As focus comes a non lucendo), 
And wifely do as other men do : 
But fhift him to a better fcene, 
Among his crew of rogues in grain ; 
Surrounded with companions fit, 
To tafte his humour, fenfe, and wit ; 
You'd fwear he never took a fee, 
Nor knew in law his A, B, C. 

'Tis hard, where dulnefs over-rules, 
To keep good fenfe in crowds of fools. 
5 
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And we admire the man, who fives 
His honefty in crowds of knaves ; 
Nor yields tip virtue, at difemion, 
To villains of his ownipro&flion. 
Lindfay, you know what pains you tak* 
In both, yet hardly fave your flake j 
And will you venture both anew, 
To (it among that venal crew* 
That pack of mimic legiflators, 
Abandon'd, ftupid, flavifh praters ! 
For, as the rabble daub and rifle 
The fool who fcrambles for a trifle ; 
XVho for his pains is cufPd and kick'd, 
Drawn through the dirt, his pockets piek'd j 
You muft expeft the like difgrace* 
Scrambling with rogues to get a place ; 
Muft lofe the honour you have gain'd, 
Your numerous virtues foully ftain'd ; 
Difclaim for ever all pretence 
To common honefty and fonfej 
And join in friendship with a ftrict tye, 
To M— 1, C— y, and Dick Tighc*. 

* This gentleman, who was- a privy counfellor, in* 
curred the fevere difpleafure of the Dean, who has 
taken feveral opportunities of cenfuring him. N* 
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A DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN 

AN EMINENT LAWYER*,, 

AND 

DR. JONATHAN SWIFT, D.S.P.D, 

In Allusion to Horace, Book II. Sat. i. : 
" Sunt cjuibus in Satira, &c" 

DR. SWIFT. 

OINCE there are perfoils who' complain 

*^ There 's too much fatire in my vein j 

That I am often found exceeding 

The rules of raillery and breeding*; 

With too much freedom treat my betters, 

Not fparing even men of letters'* . .. 

You, who are fkill'd in lawyers' lore, 

What 's your advice ? Shall I give, o'er ? 

Nor ever fools or knaves expofe 

Either in verfe or humourous profej 

And, to avoid all future ill, 

Jn my fcrutojre lock up my quill ? 

LAWYER. 

Since you arepleaYd to coridefcend 
To aik the judgement of a friend, 

* Mr. Lindfay. See p. ioj. 
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Your cafe confider'd, I muft think 
You fhould withdraw from pen and ink, 
Forbear your poetry and jokes, 
And live like other Chriftian folks % 
Or, if the Mufes muft infpire 
Your fancy with their pleating fire, 
Take fubje£ta fafer for your wit 
Than thofe on which you lately writ. 
Commend the times, your thoughts correct, 
And follow the prevailing fe£t j 
Aflert, that Hyde # , in writing ftory, 
Shews all the malice of a Tory; 
While Burnet f, in his deathlefs page, 
Difcovers freedom without rage. 
To Woolfton X recommend our youth,. 
For learning, probity, and truth ? 
That noble genius, who unbinds 
The chains which fetter free-1x>rn minds ; 
Redeems us from the flavifh fears 
Which lafted near two thoufand years j. 
He can alone the priefthood humble, 
Make gilded fpires and altars tumble. 

DR'. SWIFT. 

Muft I commend againft my confcience 
Such ftupid blafphemy and non&nfe ?' 

* Edward Hyde, the firft earl of Clarendon, who 
Wrote the Hiftory of the Civil Wars. N. 
f The celebrated Bp. of Salifbury. N. 
J A degraded clergyman of the church of England', 
wbo wrote againft the miracles of CUi'vft, R» 
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To fuch a fubject tunc my lyre, 
And ting like one of Milton's choir, 
Where devils to a ?afe retreat, 
And call the laws of Wifdora Fate, 
Lament upon their haplefs tall, 
That Force free Virtue fliould enthrall? 
Or fhall the charms of Wealth and Powet 
Make me pollute the Mufes' bower ? 

LAWYER. 

As from the tripod of Apollo, 
Hear from my deflt the words that follow : 
"Some, by philofbphers milled, 
" Mud honour you alive and dead ; 
" And fuch a* know what Greece hath writ, 
u Muft taflte your irony and wit ; 
" Whilft moft that are, or would be great,. 
•* Muft dread your pen, your perfon hate i 
u And you on Drapier's * hill muft lie, 
" And there without a mitre die." 

ON BURNING A DULL POEM. rj*). 

A N afs's hoof alone can hold 
^** That poifonous juice, which kills by cold. 
Methought r when I this poem read, 
No refiel but an ak's head 

* In the county of Armagh ; where Dr. Swift, in 
the year 1729, had fome thoughts of building; as ap- 
pears by fcvcral of the following Poems* N* 
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Such frigid fufliaj* could contain ; 

I mean, the hea4 without the brain. 

The cold conceits, thp chiliiag thoughts* 

Went down like ftupifying draughts : 

I found my head began to fwioa, 

A numhnefc crept through every limb. 

In hade, with, imprecations due, , 

I threw the volume in t)ie fire : 

When (who could think ?) though cold as ice, 

Jt burnt to afhes in a trice. 

How could I more enhance its fame ? 
Though born in {how, it dy'd in flame. 



AN EPISTLE 

TO r 

HIS EXCELLENCY JOHN LORP CARTERET. 
B Y D R. DELAN Y, .i 7 * 9 . 

" Credis ob hoc, me, Pallor, opes fortafle rogare, 
« Propter quod* tfulgus, crafla/me. ?mrj>fi toga t."- , > 
Mart. Epig. lib. ix. 

*TT*H : OU wife and learned ruler of our Me, . 
-*- Whofe guardian care can all her griefs beguile $ 
When next your generous foul (hall oondrfcend 
T* inftrucl: or entertain your humble friend $ 
Whether, retiring from' your weighty, charge, 
On fome high theme you learnedly enlarge j 

Of 
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0F *H the ways of wxmom rufott well, 

How Richelieu rofe, and how Sejanus fell : 

Or, when yt«r brow lefe thotrghttaly unbends, 

Circled wfch Swift and feme delighted friend! j 

When, mixing moth and wifdom with your wine, 

Like that your wit mall flow, your genhrs fkifetf ; 

Nor with kfs pratib die (umvetfanem guide, 

Than in the public council* you decide : 

Or when the Dttn, l*ng piivikg'd to rail, 

Aflcrts hit friend with more impetuous ze» % 

You hear (Whflft I fit by afeam'd and mute), 

Willi foil coneeffioiK mortening the difpute \ 

Then clofe with kind enquiries of my date, 

" How art your tithes, and have tliey rofe of late *■' 

•" Why, Cmift-Church is a pretty titration, 

" There are not many better in the nation ) 

" This, with your other thing*, anuft yield you clear 

" Some fix— at leaf! five hundred pounds a year. 1 * 

Suppofe, at tuch a time, I took the freedom 
To fpeak thefe truths as plainly as you read 'em 
(You (hall rejoin, my lord, when I 're replied. 
And, if you pleafe, my lady mail decide) : 

" My lord, I 'm fati&fted you meant me well ; 
u And that I 'm thankful, all the world can tcU i 
" But you 11 forgive me, if I own th' event 
" Is fliort, is very fhort, of your intent * 
" At krfkj I feel fbmc kUs unfelc before, 
*' My income Itfs, and my cxpences more." 

" How, do&or! double vicar! double rector! 
" A dignitary t with a city le&uxe I 

Vol.IL I "Wwx 
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" What glebes — whit does— what tithes — what fine*-* 

" what rent 1 
«* Why, do&or!— will you never be content ?" 

" Would my good lord but caft up the account, 
" And fee to what my revenues amount 
" My titles ample ! but my gain fo fmall, 
" That one good vicarage is worth them all t 
" And very wretched fure is he, that's double 
" In nothing but his titles and his trouble. 
" Add to this crying grievance, if you pleafe, 
4 f My horfes founder'd on Fermanah ways j 
« Ways of well-polifiVd and well-pointed (tone, 
" Where every ftep endangers every bone $ 
" And, more to raife your pity and your wonder, 
" Two churches — twelve Hibernian miles afunder ! 
" With complicated cures, I labour hard in, * 
" Beiides whole furamers abfent from my garden !— • 
" But that the world would think I play'd the fool, 
" I 'd change with Charley G rattan for Ins fchool*— 
" What fine cafcades, what viflos, might I make, 
" Fixt in the centre of th' Iernian lake 1 
" There might I fail delighted, fmooth and fafe, 
" Beneath the conduct of my good Sir Ralph f : 
" There 's not a better fteerer in the realm ; 
* I hope, my lord, you '11 call him to the £Wbr."— - 

" Doctor— a glorious fcheme to eafe your grief ! 
« When cures are crofs, a fchool 's a fure relief. 

* A free-fchool at Innifkillen, founded by Erafmus 
Smith, efq. N. 

f Sir Ralph Gore, who had a villa in the lake of Erin. 
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* You cannot fail of being happy there, 

44 The lake will be the Lethe of your care : 

" The fcheme is for your honour and your cafe % 

" And, do&or, I '11 promote it when you pleafe. 

** Meanwhile, allowing things below your merit, 

4 * Yet, do&or, you 've a philofophic fpirit ; 

u Your wants are few, and, like your income, fmall, 

<l And ytfu 've enough to gratify them all : 

"" You 've trees, and fruits, and roots, enough in {fore* 

" And what would a philofopher have more ? 

« You cannot wifh for coaches, kitchens, cooks—" 

« My lord, I Ve not enough to buy me books— 
« Or pray, fuppofe my wants were all fupplicd, 
« Are there no wants I mould regard'befide? 
« Whofe bveaft is fo unmann'd, as not to grieve, 
" Compafs'd with miferies he can't relieve? 
" Who can be happy— -who fhould wi(h to live, 
49 And want die godlike happinefs to give ? 
« (That I 'm a judge of this, you muft allow: 
« I had it once— and I 'm debarred it now.) 
u Aft. your own heart, my lord; if this be true, 
" Then how unbleft am I ! how bleft are you !" 

«« 'Tis true — but, do&or, let us waive all that— 
« Say, if you had your wifh, what you 'd be at." 

« Excuie me, good my lord — I won't be founded, 
« Nor ihall your favour by my wants be bounded. 
" My lord, I challenge nothing as my due, 
«« Nor is it fit I fhould prefcribe to you. 
u Yet this might Symmachus himfelf avow, 
" (Whofe rigid rules are antiquated now)— ■ 

I 2 «>to 
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" My lord, I 'd wifh to feey the debts I owe— 
" I M wiro betides — to buUd, and to befiow" 



AN EPISTLE UPON AN EPISTLB 

FROM 

A CERTAIN DOCTOR 

T O 

A CERTAIN GREAT LORD. 
Being a Christmas-box for Dr. Delant. 

A S Jove will not attend on lefs, 
•**• When things of more importance prefs : 
You can't, grave Sir, believe k hard. 
That you, a Vow Hibernian bard, 
Should cool your heels a while, and wait 
Unanfwertd at your/w/r**\r gate j 
And would my lord vouchsafe to grant 
This one, poor, humble boon I want, 
Free leave to piay his Secnteuy, 
As FalAaff a&ed old King Harry ; 
I 'd tell of yours in rhyme and prist : 
Ifolks (hnig* and cry There 's nothing m 7. 
And, after feveral readings over, 
It fhines moft m the marble cover. 

How could (b fine a tafte difpenfe, 
With mean degrees of wk and ieafe ? 
JQot will my lord fo far beguile 
The wife and kmruti of out \f* » 
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To make k pafs upon die nation, 
By dint of bis foie approbation. 
The tafk is arduous, patrons find, 
To warp the fenfe of all mankind : 
Who think your Mufc muft firft afpirt, 
Ere he advance the doctor higher. 

You 've caufe to fay lie meant you well 1 
That you are thankful, who can till? 
For ftill you 're fhort (which giieves your fpirit) 
Of his intent ; you mean, your merit. 

Ah I ptattto re3ms, tu adept*, 
£(ui nil moliris tarn inept 1 1 ' 
S medley *, thou Jonathan of Clogher, 
" When thou thy humble lay doft offer 
** To Grafton's grace, with grateful heart* 
u Thy thanks and verfe devoid of art : 
" Content with what his bounty gave, 
'* No larger income doft tliou crave." 

But you muft have cafcades, and all 
Ierne'8 lake, for your canal, 
Your viftos, barges, and (a pox on 
All pride !) our Speaker for your coxon t 
It 's pity that he can't beftow you 
Twelve commoners in cap9 to row you. 
Thus Edgar proud, in days of yore, 
Held monarch* labouring at the oar j 
And, as he pafs*d r fo fweil'd the Dee* 
Enrag'd, as Em would do at thee* 

♦ See a Petition to the duke of Gx%hm r vol, L ^ % \ v£. 
I 3 \W*j 
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How different is this from Smedley ( 
(His name is up, he may in bed lie) 
u Who only aflts fome pretty cure, 
*' In wholefome foil and ether pure ; 
" The garden ftorM with artlcfs flowery 
" In either angle fhady bowers : 
41 No gay parterre with coftly green 
" Mud in the ambiep/ hedge be feen ; 
** But Nature freely takes her courfe, 
" Nor fears from him ungrateful force : 
" No fheers to check her fprouting vigour,. 
* Or fhape thejrws to antic figure.** 

But you forfooth your ail mud fquander 
On that poor fpot, cal I'd- Dell- ville, yonder r 
And when you Ve been at vaft expences 
In whims, parterres, canals, and fences* 
Your aflets fail, and cafh is wanting ; 
Nor farther buildings, farther planting: 
No wonder, when you raife and level, 
Think this wall low, and that wall bevel. 
Here a convenient box you found, 
Which you demoliih*d to the ground : 
Then built, then took up with your arbour> 
And fet the houfe to Rupert Barber. 
You fprang an arch, which, in a fcurvy 
Humour, you tumbled topfy-tunry. 
You change a circle to a fquare, 
Then to a circle as you were i 
Who can imagine whence the fund is, ' 
Th*t you quadrat* change rttundis f 
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To Faroe t temple you ere&, 
A Flora does the dome protect ; 
Mounts, walks, on high] and in a hollow 
You place the Mufes and Apollo ; 
There mining *midft his train, to grace 
Your whimiical poetic place* 

Thefe (lories were of old defignM 
As fables t but you have rcfin'd 
The poets* mythologic dreams, 
To real Mufes, godsj and {beams. 
Who would not fwear, when you contrive thui> 
That you *re Don Qujxote Redivivus ? 

Beneath, a- dry canal there lies, 
Which only Winter's rain fupplies* 
Oh ! couldft thou, by fome magic fpell, 
Hither convey St. Patrick's well t 
Here may it re-atiume its ftream ♦, 
And take a greater Patrick's name r 

If your expenses rife fa high ; 
What income can your wants fupply ? 
Yet (till you fancy you inherit 
A fund of fuch fuperior merit, 
That you can't fail of more provifion* 
All by my ladfs kind decifion. 
For, the more Kvings you can fifh up, 
You think you '11 fooner be a bifliop : 
That could not be my hrtts intent. 
Nor can it anfwtr the rvtnt. 
* See Dr. Swift's verfes on the drytog-up of this well, 
in this volume, p. 7. 
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Mod think what has beeo heap'd on you 
To other fort of folk was due : 
Rewards too great for your flim-flams, 
Epiftles, riddUs t ipigrams. 

Though now your depth muft not be founded* 
The time was, when you 'd have compounded 
For lefs than Charley Grattan's fchool : 
Five hundred pound a year's no fool ! 

Take this advice then from you friend* 
To your ambition put an end. 
Be frugal, Pat : pay what you owe. 
Before you build and you btf$<w. 
Be modeft ; new addveit your better* 
With begging, vain, familiar letters. 

A paflage may be found *, I Ve heard* 
In fome old Greek or Latian bard, 
Which fays, '' Would crows in filence cat 
" Their ofFak, or their better meat, 
" Their generous feeders not provoking 
" By loud and unharmonious crocking : 
" They might, unhurt by Envy's chrwe, 
l( Live on, and fluff to boot their mw>." 

* Hor,. Lib. I. £p* xvii. 
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A L- I B B L 

ON TUB REYBRJJNP 

DR. D * L A N T, 

AND HIS EXCELLENCY 

JOHN LORD CARTERET, 17*9^ 

"TVELUDED mortah, whom the £f*tf 
-*^ Chufc for companion* t§uim$\ 
Who at their dinners, <*fmtii*> 
Get leave to (k whene'er you witi j 
Then booking tell us where yon diart^, 
And how his lord/bip was fo.kiad * 
How many pleafant thmgc he {poke, 
And how vow laugfrdnt every j$kg+ 
Swear he 's a moft facetious oiaiif 
That you and he ere atp tad at* * 
You travel wi * * feeavy load, 
And quite roifUk€/r//#r*M**V rotdL. 

Suppofe my hrd and you alone j 
Hint the leaft intereft of your own,. 
His vifage drops, he knits bis brow, 
|Ie cannot talk of bufinefs now 5. 
Or, mention bat a vacant fqfi >s 
He'll turn it off with, "-Name yoar ftcsfti*' 
Nor could the mceft artift paint 
A countenance with more coaftrekit. 

For as, their appetites to quench,, 
fcqrds keep a pimp to bring a weacht 
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So men of wit are but a kind 

Of pandars to a vicious mind ; 

Who proper objects muft provide 

To gratify their luft of pride, 

When, wearied with intrigues of (late, 

They find an idle hour to prate. 

Then, (hall you dare to afle a place, 

You forfeit all your patron's grace, 

And difappoint the fole defign, 

For which he fummon'd you to dine. 
Thus Congrere fpent in writing plays, 

And one poor office, half his days : 

While Montague, who claim'd the flatio* 

To be Maecenas of the nation. 

For poets open table kept, 

But ne'er confiderM where they flept t 

Himfelf as rich as fifty Jews, 

Was eafy, though they wanted (hoes j 

And crazy Congreve fcarce could fpara 

A (hilling to difcharge his chair t 

Till prudence taught him to appeal 

From Paean's fire to party zeal \ 

Not owing to his happy vein 

The fortunes of his later fcene, 

Took proper principles to thrive % 

And fo might every d*tt*e alive. 

Thus Steele, who own'd what others writ, 
And flourifh'd by imputed wit r 
From perils of a hundred jails 
Withdrew, to ftarve, and die in Wales* 
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Thus Gay, the bare with many friends, 
Twice feven long years the court attend* : 
Who, under tales conveying truth, 
To virtue form'd a princely youth * : 
Who paid his courtfhip with the croud 
As far as modefi pride allowed ; 
Reje&s a fervile ujber's place, 
And leaves St. James's in difgrace. 

Thus Addifon, by lords careft, 
Was left in foreign lands dhtreft ; 
Forgot at home, became for hire 
A traveling tutor to a '/quire s 
But wifely left the M ufes* hill, 
To buiinefs fhap'd the poet's quill, 
Let all his barren laurels fade, 
Took up himfelf the courtier's trade, 
And, grown a minifier offiate 9 
Saw poets at his levee wait. 

Hail, happy Pope f whofe generous mind 
Detefting all the ftatefman kind, 
Contemning courts, at courts unfeen* 
Refus'd the vHits of a queen. 
A foul with every virtue fraught^ 
By /ages 9 priejb, or poets taught $ 
Whofe filial piety excels 
Whatever Grecian ftory tells $ 
A genius for all ftations. fit, 
Whofe meaneft talent is his t wit- t 

* William duke of Cumberland, ion to George II. 
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His heart too great, though* fortunA little, 
To lick a rafcnlftatgfinan's fpittk 3 
Appealing to the nation's tafte. 
Above the reach of want is plac'd : 
By Homer dead was taught to thrive. 
Which Homer never could attire j 
And fits aloft on Pindus' head, 
Defpiung^rat* that cringe for bread. 

True politicians only pay 
For folid work, but not for play ; 
Nor ever chufe to work wkh took 
Forg'd up in colUgts wriijchook. 
Conficler how much move is due 
To all their 'purntymn than you ? 
At table you can Horace quote ; 
They at a pinch can bribe a vote : 
You (hew your JkiU in Grecian ftory « 
But they can manage Whig and Tory : 
You, as a critick, are fo curious 
To find a verfe in Virgil fpurious ; 
But they can £moke the deep defigns* 
When Bolingbroke with Pukeney dines. 

Be fides, your patron may upbraid ye, 
That you have got zplac* already ; 
An office for your talents £t, 
To flatter, carve, and fhew your wit^ 
To fnuff the lights and fiir die ire, 
And get a dinner for your hire. 
What claim have you to plact or pen/ion ? 
He- overpays in condefccnfion. 
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But, reverend doc7or 9 you we know 
Could never condefcend fo low ; 
The vice-roy, whom you now attend, 
Would, if he durft, be more your friend $ 
Nor will in you thofe gifts defptfe, 
By which himfelf wa» taught to rife 3 
When he has virtue to retire, 
He '11 grieve he did not ratie you higher* 
And place you in a better ftatiea, 
Although it might bare pleas'd the natioa* 

This may be true— Submitting ftill 
To Wal pole's more than royal will % 
And what condition can be Worfe r 
He comes to drain a beggar's pmrfit % 
He comes to tie oar ckaios on fafter, 
And fliew us, England is our matter t 
Carefling knares, ami dwtitea noting, • 
To make them wosk their own vadaoig. 
What has he eh* to bait has trap, 
Or bring his vermi* in-, bvxjcrafif 
The offals of a church diftreft j 
A hungry vicarage at beft { 5 

Or fome remote inferior^, 
With forty pounds a yea* at moft ? 

But here again you inteepofc— 
Tour favourite brd is none cf thofe 
Who owe their virtues to their fatians, 
And characters to dedications : 
For keep him in, or turn him out, 
His learning none will call in doubt) 
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His learning, though a poet faid it 
Before a play, would lofe no credit ; 
Nor Pope would dare deny him wit, 
Although to praifc it Phillips writ. 
I own, he hates an action bafe, 
His virtues battling with his place % 
Nor wants a nice diicerning fpirit 
Betwixt t true and fpurious merit; 
Can fometimes drop a voter's claim, 
And give up party to his fame. 
I do the moft tieax. friend flip can? 
I hate the we-roj, love the man. 

But you who, till your fortune 's made, 
Muft be tfiueetener by your trade, 
Should fwear he never meant us ill j 
We fuffer fore againft his will j 
That, if we could but fee his heart, 
He would have chofe a milder part : 
We rather fhould lament his cafe, 
Who muft obey, or lofe bis place. 

Since this reflexion dipt your pen, 
Jnfert it when you write again: 
And, to illuftrate it, produce 
This/flii/r for his excufe ? 

" So to deftroy a guilty land 
" An * angel fent by heaven** command, 
" While he obeys almighty will, 
" Perhaps may feel companion (till; 

* 'VSo when an angel by divine command," &c. 
Addison's Campaij 
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« And wifh the talk had been affign'd 
44 To fpbks of lefs gentle kind." 

But I, in politicks grown old, 
Whofe thoughts are of a different mould, 
Who from my foul (incerely hate 
Both kings and minifters of ftate> 
Who look on courts with ftri&er eyes ' 
To fee the feeds of wet arifc, 
Can lend you an allufion fitter, 
Thoxx^i flatter ing knaves may call it bitter % 
Which, if you durft but give it place, 
Would (hew you many a /fate/man's face : 
Frefh from the tripod of Apollo 
I had it in the words that follow 
(Take notice, to avoid offence, 
I here except bis excellence), 

" So, to effect his monarch's ends, 
44 From Bill a vice-roy devil afcends ; 
44 His budget with corruptions cramm'd, 
44 The contributions of the darned; 
44 Which with unfparing hand he (bows 
41 Through courts zndfenates as he goes ; 
" And then at Beelzebub's black ball 
" Complains his budget was too fmall." 

Your /mils may better (hine 
In verfe ; but there is truth in mine. 
For no imaginable things 
Can differ more than gods and kings: 
Audjf ate/men by ten thoufand odds 
Are angels juft as kings are gods. 

s to 



tit IWlfU FOAMS. 

TO DR. DELANY, ' 

ON THE 

LIBELS WRITTEN AGAINST HIM* 

" — Tanti tibi non fit opaci 

" Omnis arena Tagi." Juv. 

A S fome raw youth in country bred, 
•*** To arms by rhfrft of honour \t4, 
When at adkirmifh firft he hears 
"The bullets whittling round his ears, 
'Will duck his head afide, will ftart, 
And feel a trembling at his heart, 
Till leaping oft* without a wound 
: Leflcns the terror of the found j 
Fly bullets now as thick as hops. 
He runs into a cannon's chops. 
An author thus, who pants for fame, 
Begins the world with fear and ftame ; 
When firft in print you fee him dread 
JEach pop-gun leveled at his head : 
The lead yon critic's quill contains, 
Js deftin'd to beat out his brains c 
As if he heard loud thunders roll, 
Cries, Lord, have mercy on his foul f 
Concluding, that another fhot 
Will ftrike him dead upon the fpot. 
But, when with fquibbmg, flaflring, popping, 
He cannot fee one crcttwe droppfog j 
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That, miffing fire, or miffing aim, 
His life is fafe, I mean his fame; 
The danger paft, takes heart of grace, 
And looks a critic in the face. 

Though fplendor gives the faireft mark 
*To poifon'd arrows from the dark, 
"Yet, in yourfelf when Jhtootb and round, 
They glance afide without a wound. * 

Tis faid, the gods try'd all their art, 
How pain they might from fkafure part j 
But little could their ftrength avail ; 
Both ftili are'faften'd by the tail. 
Thus /aw* and cenfure with a* tether 
By fate are always linkM together. 

Why will you aim to be preferr'd 
-In wit before the common herd j 
«And yet grow mortify'd and vex'd 
^To pay the penalty annex'd ? 

'Tts eminence makes envy rife; 
As faireft fruits attract the flies. 
Should ftupid libels grieve your mind, 
You foon a remedy may find j 
Lie down obfeure like other folks 
Below the lafh of fnarlers' jokes. 
Their faction is fivefhundred odds j 
For every coxcomb lends them rods, 
And fneers as learnedly as they, 
Like females o'er their morning tea. 

You fay, the'Mufe will not contain, 
And write you m'uft, or break a vein. 

Yoi. 11. ¥L TlV*&> 
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Then, if you find the terms too. hard. 
No longer my advice regard : 
But raife your fancy 6n the wing; 
The Iviftijtxate's praifes (ing ; 
(How jealous of the nation's freedom, 
And for corruptions, how they weed 'em 3 
How each the public good purjues, 
How far their hearts from .private views ; 
Make all.true patriots, jip to (hoe-boys,, 
Huzza their brethren at the Blue-boys j 
"Thus grown a member .of the club, 
Ho longer dread die rage of Grub. 

How oft' am I for rhyme to feek ! 
"To drefs a thought, may toil a week.:. 
And then how thankful to the town, 
3f all my pains will earn a crown ! 
Whilft every critick can devour 
My work and me in half an hour. 
Would men of genius ceafe to Write, 
The rogues muft die for want and fpite j 
Muft die fur want of food and raiment, 
If fcandal did not find them payment. 
How chearfully the hawkers cry 
A fatire, and the gentry buy ! 
While my hard-Jabour'd poem pines 
XJnfold upon the printer's lines. 

A genius in the reverend gown 
Muft ever keep its owner down ; 
Tis an unnatural conjunction, 
And fpoils the credit of the fua&ioa. 
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Round all your brethren caft your eyes ; 
Point out the fureft men to rife ; 
That club of candidates in black, 
The leaft deferving.of the pack, 
Afpiring, factious, fierce, and loud, 
With grace and learning. unendowM, 
Can turn their hands to every job, 
The fitted tools to work for Bob ; 
Will fooner coin a thoufand lies, x 

Than fuffer men of pans to rife j 
They crowd about preferment's gate, ■ 

And prefs you down with all their Weight; 
For, as of old mathematicians 
Were by the vulgar thought magicians j 
So academic dull ale-drinkers 
Pronounce all men of wit free -thinkers. 
Wit, as the chief of virtue's friends, 
Difdains to ferve ignoble ends. 
Obferve -what loads of fhipid rhymes 
Opprefs us in corrupted times : 
What pamphlets in a court's defence 
Shew reafon, grammar, trudi, or fenfc r 
For though the Mufe delights in fiction, 
She ne'er infpires againft conviction. 
Xhen keep your virtue ftili unmixt, 
And let not faction com© betwixt : 
By party-fteps no grandeur climb at, 
Though it would make you England's prlmite : 
Firft learn die fcience to be dull, 
You then may foon your confcience lull j 

■ • S a ^ 
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•If not, nowever feated high, • 
Your gcniu6 in your face will fly. 

When Jove was from his teeming head 
Of Wit's fair gbddefs brought to bed, 
*There follow'd at his lying-in 
For after-birth a Sooterkin ; 
"Which, as the nurfe, purfucd to kill, 
Attained by flight the, Mufe*' hill, 
"There in the foil began to root, 
'And litter'd at Parnaflus* foot. 
From hence the critic vermin fprung, 
With harpy claws and poifonous tongue, 
Who fatten on poetic fcraps, 
"Too sunning to be caught in traps. 
Dame Nature, as the learned fhow, 
Provides each animal its foe : 
Hounds hunt the hare, the wily fox 
Devours your geefe, the wolf your flocks. 
Thus Envy pleads a natural claim 
To perfecute the Mufes* fame ; 
'On poets in a]] times abutive, 
From Homer down to Pope inclufive. 

Yet what avails it to complain } 
"You try to take revenge in vain. 
.A rat your utmoft rage defies, 
That fafe behind the wainfcot lies. 
$ay # did you ever know* by fight 
iln cheefe an individual mite ? 
Shew me the fame numeric flea, 
•iThat bit your neck but ycfteiriay : 
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You then may boldly go in queft 
To find the Grub-ftreet poet's neft; . 
What fpunging-houfe, in dread of jail, 
Receives them, while they wait for bait; 
What alley they are neft led in, 
To flourifh o'er a cup of gin ; 
Find the laft garret where they lay, 
Or cellar where they ftarve to-day. 
Suppofe you had them all trepann'd, . 
With each a libel in his hand, 
What punifhment would you inflift ? 
Or call them rogues, or get them kickt? 
Thefe they have often try'd before ; 
You but oblige them fo much more : 
Themfelves would be the firft to tell, 
To make their trafh the better fell. 

You have been libel'd — Let us know,. 
What fool officious told you fo ? 
Will you regard the hawker's cricSj 
Who in his titles always lies ? 
Whate'er the noify fcoundrel fays, 
It might be forhething in your praife : 
And praife beftow'd on Grub-ftreet rhymes ■* 
Would vex one more a thoufand times* 
Till criticks blame, and judges praife, 
The poet cannot claim his bays. 
On me when dunces are fatiric, 
I-take it for a panegyrick. 
Hated by fools, and fools to hate, 
Be that my motto> and my fate. 

K 3 'l>\¥Ll&- 
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DIRECTIONS FOR MAKING, 

A BIRTH-DAY SONG. 1729. 

HP O form a juft and finiuVd piece, 
-*• Take twenty gods of Rome or Greece, 
Whofe godlhjps are in cbief[ requeft, 
And fit your prefent. fubjecl: beft ': 
And, fhould it be your hero's cafe^ 
To have both male and female race, 
Your beliefs, muft be to provide^ 
A fcore of goddeffes befide. 

Some call their monarchs fons of Saturn,,, 
For which they bring a modern pattern ; 
Becaufe they might haye heard of one, 
Who.often long'd to eat his fon : 
But this, I think, will not go down, 
For here th$ father kept his crown. 

Why, then, appoint him fon of Jpve, 
Who met his mother in a. grove : 
To this we freely fhall confent, 
Well knowing what the poets meant ; 
- And in their fenfe, 'twix$ roe and you, 
It may be literally true. 

Next, as the laws of verfe require, 
He muft be greater than his fire ; 
For Jove, as every fchool-boy knows, 
Was able Saturn to depofe : 
And fure no Chriftian poet breathing 
Would be more fcrupulous ttan n Heathen ! 
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Or, if tobiafphcmy it tends, 

That *s but a trifle among friends, 
Your Hero now another Mars is, 

Makes mighty armies turn their a— -8. 

Behold his glittering faulchion mow 

Whole fquadrons at a (ingle blow; 

While Vi&ory, with wings outfpread, 

Flies, like an eagle, o'er his head ; 

His milk-white deed upon its haunches,- 

Or pawing into dead mens* paunches: 1 

As Overton has drawn his fire, 

Still feen o'er many an ale-houfe fire. 
Then from his arms hoarfc thunder roHs^ 

As loud as fifty muftard-bowls : 

For thunder flil 1 his arm fupplies,. 

And lightning always in his eyes; 

They both are cheap enough in confcienco,'. 

And ferve to echo rattling nonfenfe. 

The rumbling words march fierce along, 

Made trebly dreadful in your fong. 

Sweet poet, hir'd for birth-day rhymes, 
To fmg of wars, chufe peaceful times; 
What though, for fifteen years and more, . 
Janus had lock'd his temple-door-} 
Though not a coffee-houfe we read in 
Hath mention'd arms on this fide Sweden ; 
Nor London Journals, nor the Poftmen, 
Though fond of warlike lies as moft men js 
Thou ftill with battles fluff thy head full * • 
For, muft thy hero not be dreadful ? 

K % . Tkfe\\^\tv^ 
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Difmifling Mars, it next mull follow 
Your conqueror is become Apollo : 
That he 's Apollo is as plain as 
That Robin Walpole is Maecenas; 
But that he ftruts, and that he fquintSj . 
You 'd know him by Apollo's prints. 
Old Phoebus is but half as bright, 
For yours can mine both day and nightu 
The firft, perhaps, may once an age 
Infpire you with poetic rage ; 
Your Phoebus Royal, every day, 
Not only can infpire, but pay. 

Then make this new Apollo fit 
Sole patron, judge, and god of wit, 
" How from his altitude he ftoops 
" To raifc up Virtue when fhe droops ; 
" On Learning how his bounty flows, 
«« And with what juftice he beftows : 
a Fair Ifis, and ye banks of Cam I 
" Be witnefs if I tell a flam. 
" What prodigies in Arts we drain, 
" From both your dreams, in George's reign.. 
u As from the flowery bed of Nile" — 
But here s enough to (hew your ftyle. 
Broad inuendos, fuch as this, 
If well applied, can hardly mifs : 
For, when you bring your fong in print, 
He '11 get it read, and take the hint, 
(It muft be read before 'tis warbled, 
The parser gilt, *M cover marbled), 
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And will be fa much more your debtoiy 

Bccaufc he never knew a letter. 

And, as he hears his wit and fenft 

(To which he never made pretence) 

Set out in hyperbolic ftrains, 

A guinea (hall reward your pains t 

For patrons never pay fo well, 

As when they fcarce have leaned to fpell. 

Next call him Neptune : with his trident- 
He rules the fea j you fee him ride in 'tj 
And, if provok'd, he found! y firks his 
Rebellious waves with rods, like Xerxes. 
He would have feiz*d the Spanim plate, 
Had not the fleet gone out too late ; 
And in their very ports befiege them, 
But that he would not difobtige them j 
And make the rafcals pay him dearly 
For thofe affronts they give him yearly. ' 

'Tis not deny'd, that, when we write r 
Our ink is black, our paper white ; 
And, when we fcrawl our paper o'er>- 
We blacken what was white before : 
I think this practice only fit 
For dealers in fatiric wit, 
But you fome white-lead ink "muft get, 
And write on paper black as jet ; 
Your intereft lies to learn the knack 
Of whitening what before was black* 

Thus your encomium, to be ftrong, 
Muft be applied directly wrong. 
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A tyrant for his mercy praife, 

And crown a royal dunce with bays : 

A fquinting monkey load with charms,. 

And paint a. coward fierce in arms. 

Is he to avarice inclined ? 

Extol him for his generous mind : 

And, when we flarve for want of corn, 

Come out with Amalthea's horn. 

For all experience this evinces 

The only art of pleafing princes :, 

For princes love you flxould defcant 

On virtues which they know they want,. 

One compliment I. had forgot, 

But fongfters muft omit it not ; . 

I> freely grant the. thought is old : 

Why, then,. your hero; mull be told,, 

In him fuch virtues lie inherent, 

To qualify him God's vicegerent; 

That, with no title to inherit, 

He mud have been a king by merit. 

Yet, be the fancy old or new, 

Tis partly falfe, and partly true.t 

And, take it right, it means no more . 

Than George and William claim'd before, . 

Should Jome obfeure inferior fellow, 
liike Julius, or the Youth of Pella, 
When all your lift of Gods is out, . 
Prefume to (hew his mortal fnout, 
And as a t)eity intrude, 
Becaufe he had the world. fubdued. ; 
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Oh, let him not debafe your thoughts*. 
Or name him but to tell his faults. — •. 

Of Gods I only quote the befit 
But you may hook-in all the reit 

Now, Birth-day Bard*, with joy proceed 
To praife- your Eraprefs.and her breed. 
Firft of the fyrfl 9 ta vouch your lies, 
Bring all the females of the ikies ; 
The Graces, and their roiftrefs Venus*, 
Mud venture, down to entertain us : 
With bended knees when they adore bcr, v ] 
What dowdies they appear before her, ! 
Nor Hull we think you talk at random, „ 
Fou Venus might be her great-grandam :. 
Six thoufand years has liv'd the Goddefs,^ 
Your Heroine hardly fifty odd is. . 
Betides, your, fongfter$ oft' have fhown^ 
That (he hath Graces of, her own : 
Three Graces by Lucina brought her, 
Juft three, and eyery Grace a daughter. _ 
Here many a king his he^rt and crown , 
Shall at their fnowy feet ky down? . 
In royal rqbes» they come, by dozens , 
To court their E-nglifh German coufins : 
Befides a pair of princely babies, 
That, five years hence, will both be Hebes. . 

Now fre her feated in her throne 
With genuine luftre, all her own ; 
Poor Cynthia ne.yer flione fo bright. 
Her fplcndor i^ bu| borrpw'd light 5 
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And only with her Brother linkt . 
Can fhine, without him is extind. 
But Carolina Aines the clearer 
With neither fpoufe nor brother near her ; 
And darts her beams o'er both our ifles. 
Though George is gone a thoufand miles* 
Thus Berecynthia takes her place. 
Attended by her heavenly race 5 
And fees a fon in every God. 
UnawM by Jove's alUbaking nod. 

Now fing his little Highnefs Freddy, 
Who flruts like any king already t 
With fo much beauty, mew me any maid 
That could refill this charming Ganymede I ' 
Where majefty with fweetnefs vies, 
And, like his father, early wife. 
Then cut him out a world of work, 
To conquer Spain, and quell the Turk i 
Foretel his empire crown'd with bays, 
And golden times, and halcyon days ; 
And fwear his line fhall rule the nation 
For ever — till the conflagration. 

But, now it comes into my mind, 
We left a little Duke behind j 
A Cupid in his face and foe, 
And only wants to want his eyet • 
Make fome provifion for the younker, 
Find him a kingdom out to conquer i 
Prepare a fleet to waft him o'er. 
Make Gulliver his commodore $ 
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Slnto whofe poelet variant Willy pwt, 
Will foon fubdue the realm of Liiiiptit. 

A fkilful cjfttfck jafHy bkrintis 
Hard, tougb, crank, gttmiral, ^Ka^, (Uff bliifca. 
'The fenfe can-ne'er be too jejune, 
But fmooth your words tomtit th£ftfne. 
Hanover may 8b well enough^ ' 
But George and Brtmfwkk art- too t tm f j k t " 
. Hefle -Darmftadt m akes a rugged fritM* ' - 
And Guelp the ftrongeft ear wfll wottntf* 
In vam are *ll attempts from Germany 
To find out proper words for hariftoiy i 
.And yet I rauft except the Rhlney ! 
Becaufe it dinks to Caroline. 
Hail! Queen of Britain, Queen of <ifrfm*rt 
Be fung ten hundred thoufand time*1 
Too happy were die poets' crew* 
If their own happinefs they knew: 
Three fyllabfes did never meet 
So foft, fo Aiding, and (o fweet f 
Nine other tuneful words Hke tfikt: 
Would prove ev'n Homer's r ro hfbtfrt'flat. 
Behold three beauteous vowels fraud, ' 
With bridegroom liquids, hand in fianft? 
In concord here for ever fix'd, 
No jarring confonant betwixt. 
May Caroline continue long, 

VFor ever fair and young ! — in feAg. 
What though the royal carcafe mtfft, 

: Squeez'd in a coffin, turnto 4tA| 
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Thofe elements her name compofe, 
like atom*, a*ei«wrapt from blows, 
* Though Caroline may '(ill your gaps, 
.•SteittUyoyinuft confulc your maps » 
Find rivers wit|\ harmonious names, 
:Sabrina, Midway, and the Thames. 
Britannia long will wear like fieel, 
But Albion's djfts.are out at heel ; 
And patience ,can endure no more 
To hear tte Belgic lion roar. 
-Cive up tfceepbrafe of haughty Gaul, 
But prou4 Jbcriafoundly maul : 
Reftore the fliips by Philip taken, 
And make him crouch to fave his bacon.. . 
Naflaiu who got the name of Glorious 
Secaufe he (never was vi&orious, 
A hanger-on has always been } 
Wot old acquaintance bring him in. 

To Walpole you might lend a line. 
But much I fear he 's in decline ; 
And, if you chance to aome too late, 
"When hergoes out, you fhare his fate. 
And bear the new fucceflbr's frown j 
Or, whom you once fang up, fing down. 

Reject with fcorn that ilupid notion. 
To praife your hero for devotion ; 
Nor entertain a thought fo odd, 
That princes ihould believe in God j 
But follow the fecureft rule, 
And turn it all to ridicule : 
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*Tis grown tlr cViceft wit at Courr> 

And gives rhr mai'" o+ h.»- our fporf. 

For, fince they talku \vi:L Do&o»* Clarke, 

They now can venture in the dark : 

That found Divine the truth hath fpoke all* 

And pawn'd his word, hell is not, local. 

This will not give them half the trouble . . . 

Of bargains fold, or mcaait gs double. 

Suppoiing now your fong is done. 
To Mynheer Handel next you run, 
Who artfully will pare and prune 
Your words to fome Italian tune : 
Then print it in the largeft letter, 
With capitals, the more the better- 
Prefent it boldly on your knee, 
And take a guinea for your fee. 
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ON SIGNORA DOMITILLA. 

f\ U R fchool-mafter may rave i'th' fit 
^* Of claflic beauty bate & illa 9 
Not all his birch infpires fuch wit 
As th' ogling beams of DomitiHa. 

Let nobles toatt, in bright champain, 
Nymphs higher born than DomitiHa; 

I 'H drink her health, again, again, 
In Berkeley's tar, orfars-parkbu 
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"At GoodmanVFiclds I Vc much admirtl 
The poltures Ilrange of Monfieur Brilla; 

But what are they to the foft ftcp, 
The gliding air, of Domitilla ? 

Virgil has eterniz'd in fong 

The flying' footfteps- of Camilla : 

^Sure, -as a prophet, he was wrong ; 
He might hare dreamt of Domkilla. 

'Great Theodofe condemn'd a town 
For thinking ill of his Placilla, 

And deuce take London, if fume knight 
C th' city wed not Domitilla ! 

"Wheeler, Sir George, in travels wife, 

Gives us a medal of Plantilla ; 
;But O ! the emprefs has not eyes, 

Nor lips, nor breaft, like Domitilla. 

Not all the wealth of plundered Italy, 
Pil'd on the mule* of king At-tiia, 
>Js worth one glove (I '11 not tell a bit a He') 
Or garter, -faatch'd from Domitilla. 

tFive years a nymph at certain hamlet, 
Y-cleped Harrow of the Hill, a- 

~— *bus'd much my heart, and was a damn'd let 
To verfe — hue now for Domitilla. 

^Dan Pope conugns Belinda's watch 
To the fair Sylphid Momentilla, 
And thus I offer up my catch 
-To th' fftow-twhue hands of Domitilla. 
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HELTER SKELTER; 

OR, 

The Hue and Cry after the Attorn iei, 
upon their riding the Circuit. 

VOW the a&ive young attorniet 
*^ Brifkly travel on their journies, 
Looking big as any giants, 
On the horfes of their clients, 
Like fo many little Mass's 
With their tilters at their a — s, 
Brazen-hiked, lately burnifh'd, 
And with harnefs-buckles furnilh'd, 
And with whips and fpurs fo neat, 
And with jockey-coats complcat, 
And with boots fo very greafy, 
And with faddles eke fo eafy, 
And with bridles fine and gay, 
Bridles borrowM for a day, 
Bridles deftin'd far to roam, 
Ah ) never, never to come home. 
And with hats fo very big, Sir, 
And with powder'd caps and wigs, Su> 
And with ruffles to be fhewn, 
Cambrick ruffles not their own, 
And with Holland fhirts fo white, 
Shirts becoming to the fight, 
VoL - & L *\^ 
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Shirts be-wrought with different letters, 
As belonging to their betters, 
Wich their pretty tiafel'd boxes, 
Gotten from their dainty doxies, 
And with rings fo very trim, 
lately tajtan o*t of ljm-?- 
And with v^y little pence, 
And as very little fenfe, 
With Come law, but little juftict, • 
Having ftolen from my hoflefs, 
From the barber and (be cutler, 
Like the foldier from tile futler ; 
From the vintner and the t ay lor, 
Like the felon frQm the jaylor ; 
Into this and t'other county, 
Living on th,e public bounty? 
Thorough town and thorough villagt, 
All to plunder, all to pillage ; 
Thorough mountains, thorough vaUtefb 
Thorough (linking lanes and alkyft* 
Some to — kifs with fanstft fpouika* 
And make merry in their houfo ; . 
Some to — tumble ceuotry wgticfotf. 
On their rufliy-beds and benches* 
And, if they begin a fray, 
Draw their fwords, and — nil aw*? ? 
All to murder equity* 
And to take a dquUU foe;. 
Till the peoplp all an qmet, 
And forget to broil m$ riot, 
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Low in pocket, cow'd in courage. 
Safely glad to fuf their porridge, 
And Vacation 's-oro — * then* 
Hey, for Londo n town again. 



THE LOGICIANS REFUTED. 

T OGICIANS hire but ill defin'd, 

"■^ As rational, the human-kind; 

** Reafon,'' they fay, '« belongs to mas *?• 

But let them prove it if they can. 

Wife Ariftotle and Smigleiius, 

By ratiocinations fpecious, 

Have ftrovc to prove with great precifion, 

With definition and divition, 

Homo eft ratione fr^tditum ; 

But, for my foul, I cannot credit 'em. 

And mult, in fpite of them, maintain, 

That man and ali hte ways are vain ; 

And that this boaftcd lord of nature 

Is both a week and erring creature $ 

That inftinft is a furer guide 

Than reafon- boafting mortals pride ; 

And that brute beafts are far before 'cm, 

Deus eft anlma brutorum. 

Who ever knew an honeil brute 

At law his neighbour profecute ; 

Bring acYion for aflault and battery, 

Or friend beguile with lies and flattery \ 



•i4* SWIFT'S POEM*. 

O'er plains they ramble unconfin'd, 

No politicks difturb their mind ; 

They eat their meals, and take their fport, 

Nor know who *s in or out at court. 

They never to the levee go, 

To treat as deareft friend, a foe : 

They never importune his grace. 

Nor ever cringe to men in place ; 

Nor undertake a dirty job, 

Nor draw the quill to write for Bob ; 

Fraught with inveftive they ne'er g% 

To folks at Pater-nofter-row : 

No judges, fiddlers, dancing-mafters, 

No pick-pockets, or poetaflers, 

Are known to honeft quadrupeds : 

No (ingle brute his fellows leads. 

Brutes never meet in bloody fray, 

Nor cut each other's throats for pay. 

Of beafls, it is confefs'd, die ape 

Comes neareft us in human fhape ; 

Like man, he imitates each faihion, 

And malice is his ruling paifion : 

But, both in malice and grimaces, 

A courtier any ape furpafles : 

Behold him humbly cringing wait 

Upon the minifter of ftate.; 

View him foon after to inferiors 

Aping the conduct of fuperiors : 

He promifes with equal air, 

And to perform takes equal care* 
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He in his turn finds imitators j 
At court, the porters, lacqueys, waiters, 
Their matters' manners {till contract ; 
And footmen lords and dukes can aft. 
Thus, at the court, both great and fmall 
Behave alike ; for all ape all. 

THE PUPPET-SHOW. 
*T* H E life of man to reprefent, 

■*• And turn it all to ridicule, 
Wit did a puppet-fio<w invent, 
Where the chief actor is a fool. 

The gods of old were logs of wood, 

And worfhip was to puppets paid ; 
In antic drefs the idol flood, 

And pried and people bow'd the head. 
No wonder then, if art began 

The fimple votaries to frame, 
To fhape in timber foolifli man, 

And confecrate the block to fame. 

From hence poetic fancy learn'd 
That trees might rife from human forms, 

The body to a trunk be turn'd, 
And branches iflue from the arms. 

Thus Daedalus and Ovid too, 

That man 's a blockhead, have confeft j 

Powel * and Stretch * the hint purfue j 
Life is a farce, the world a jeft. 

* Two famous puppet-wow men. 

L 3 1\* 



The fame great truth South Ski * hwh ptwM 

On that fam'd th$atrt, the *tt? ; 
Where thoufaads, by dfre£to*» rftorYJ, ■: • 
Are now fad monuments ©f folly; 

What Momus was of ofd to Jove, 

The fame a Harlequin is how ; 
The former was buffoon. a,bove. 

The latter is a Punch below. 

This fleeting fcene is but a ftage, 

Where various images appear ; 
Jn different parts of youth and age 

Alike the prince and peafa'nt (hare. 

Some draw dur eyes by being great, 

Falfe pomp conceals mere wood within* 

And legiflators rang'd in ftate 
Are oft' but wifdom in machine. 

A flock may chance to wear a crown, 

And timber as a lord take place j 
A ftatue may put on a frown, 

And cheat us with a thinking face. 

Others are blindly led away, 

And made to a£t for ends unknown 4 

By the mere fpring of wires they play, 
And fpeak in language not their own. 

Too oft*, alas ! a fcolding wife 

Ufurps a jolly fellow's throne ; 
And many drink the cup of life, 

JVljjc'd and cmbitter'd by a Joan. 

* Seethe poem on the South Sea, no\. V ^» *w>* 
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In (hort, whatever men purfue, 
Of pleafure, folly, war, or love ; 

This injmjo race brings att to vew : '■ v ; 
Alike they drefs, they talk, they move. 

Co on, great Stretch, with artful hand, 
jrfovrais td pteafe anil "to deride ; 

And, when death breaks ^y vital band,; , ^ 
Thou (halt put on a puppet's pride. 

fh.d.u malt in puny wood hfe *&'6wn, « ' 
Tky image ffcaM prefefve trVy fame ;• : 

Ages to tome thy worth ftall own, 
Point at thy limbs, ttfd tell thy naiifre. 

Tell Tom, he draws nfyrujjx vain, 
Before he looks in nature'? glafc j ., . 

Puns cannot form a witty fcene, 
Nor pedantry for humour pafs. 

To make men a& as fcaftlefs wood, 

And chatter in a myftie (train, 
Is a mere force on fofli and bloody . 

And fhews fome error ift tfae, brain* .-. 

He that would thus refine on thee, 
And turn thy ftage into a fehooi, 

The jeft of Punch wHl ever be, 
And (land confeft die greater fool. 
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THE GRAND QUESTION DEBATED: 

VVHETH BR 

Hamilton's Bawn fhould be turned into a 
Barrack or a Malt-house, 1729. 

HPHUS fpoke to my Lady the Knight* full of care, 
"*• u Let me have your advice in a weighty afiair. 
" This Hamilton's bawn f, whilfl it (licks on my hand, 
" I lofe by the houfe what I get by the land » 
u But how to difpofe of it to the befl bidder, 
" For a barrack $ or malt-houfe, we now nrttft confider. 

" Firfl, let me fuppofe I make it a mah-bmfe, 
«' Here I have computed the profit will fall t* us ; 
" There *s nine hundred pounds for labour and grain, 
*' I increafe it to twelve, fo three hundred remain ; 
" A handfome addition for wine and good chear, 
«' Three difhes a day, and three hogfheads a year ; 
•' With a dozen large veflels my vault fhall be ftor'd 3 
u No little fcrub joint fhall come on my board ; 
" And you and the Dean no more fhall combine 
" To flint me at night to one bottle of wine ; 

* Sir Arthur Achefon, at whofe feat this was written. 

f A large old houfe, two miles from Sir Arthur's 
feat. F. 

J The army in Ireland is lodged in (Irong buildings 
ever the whole kingdom, called barracks. F. 
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" Nor (hall I, for his humour, permit you to purloin 
" A Aone and a quarter of beef from my furloiiK 
" If I make it a barrack, the crown is my tenant ; 
u My dear, I have ponderM again and again on't : 
" In poundage and drawbacks I lofe half my rent, 
44 Whatever they give me, I rauft be content, 
" Or join with die court in every debate $ 
" And rather than that, I would lofe my eftate." 

Thus ended the Knight : thus began his mttk wife : 
" It mufi> and it Jball be a barrack, my life. 
" I 'm grown a mere mopus ,* no company comes, 
44 But a rabble of tenants, and rufly dull * Rums, 
u With Parfons what lady can keep herfelf clean } 
44 1 *m all over daub'd when I fit by the Dean. 
" But if you will give us a b*rr*ck 9 my dear, 
" The Captain, I *m fure, will always come here; 
" I then fhall not value his Deanfliip a draw, 
44 Fox the Captain, I warrant, will keep him in awej 
" Or, fhould he pretend to be brifk and alert, 
" Will tell him that Chaplains mould not be fo pert j 
" That men of his coat fhould be minding their prayers, 
" And not among ladies to give themfelves airs." 

Thus argued my Lady, but argued in vain i 
The Knight his opinion refolved to maintain. 

But Hannah f, who liften'd to all that was pair, 
And could not endure fo vulgar a tafle, 

• A cant word in Ireland for a poor country cler- 
gyman. F. 
f My ladv's waiting-woman. F. 



t 5 4 SWIFT'S t>OEMS. 

A* &km as her LadyJhip call'd to be dreft, 
CryM, M Madam, why furely my matter 1 poflWL 
« Sir Arthur rfctt miltfter! hew tine k will (bund f 
« I »d rather the ba*wn were funk under ground* 
" But madam, I guefs'd there weuM never cotfle goed,' 
« When I ftw him fo often wfth * Baity atk) Weed. 
" And now my dream 's out j for 1 was- a*dre4m'4 
" That f faw a huge rat?— O dear, how I fcream'd ! 
" : And alter; mcrhought, I had loft my new fcoes } 
" And Molly, the faid, I mould hear feme ill news. 

" Dear madam, had you but the fpiritto tease, 
" You might have a barrack whenever you pfeafe x 
" And, madam, I always bciievM you fo flout, 
" That for twenty denials you would not give out. 
" If I had a huiband like him, I furi«f % 
" Til! he gave me my will, I would give him no reft ; 
" And, rather than come in the fame pair of {hem 
" With fuch a crofs man, I would lie in the ftreers t 
" But, madam, I beg you contrive and invent, 
" And worry him out, till he gives his coiifent. 

* Dear madam, whene'er of a barrack 1 diink, 
" An I were to be hang'd, I can't deep a Wink r 
" For if a new crotchet comes into my brain* 

i€ I can't get it out, though I 'd never fo fain. 

" I faYicy already a barrack contriv'd 

« At Hamilton's baWn, and the troop is arriv'd ; 

* Of this to be fure Sir Arthur has warning, 

" And waits on the Captain betimes the next morning. 

# Two of Sir Arthur's managers. F. 
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{« Now ftt, whentfrey mmr, how thtk Honours behave *' 
" Noble Captain* your ftivant"— " ftr Arthur, your 

V You toonowr tnt much"-^ * The hanoar k mine.*— ;' 
" Twas a fad rainy night"—" But the morning is fine.'* 
« Pray how does my Lady ?*-•* My wife 9 % at yaatf 

fenrice."— • 
" I think I hare fcen her pi&wrt V Jwvae."— 
«« {food-morrow, good Captain, 111 wait on you 

" down,"— 
«« YoulWii'trir a foot**-* You '11 think me a clown r 
« For all the world, Captain— - M .« Not half an inch te-* 

«« ri*r."-» 
« You muft be obey'd !"— •« Your fervant, Sir Arthur! 
" My humble refpe&s txy my Lady oakBOwn.'*— - • ' y 
" I hope you will ufe my hourfe as your own." 

*' Go bring me my fmock, and leave off your prate* 
u Thou, haft certainly gotten a cup in Ay pate.** 

" Pray, -madam, be quiet ; what was k I faid >■■'** 
" YcKi had like to have put it quite out of my heooV 
" Next day, to be fure, the Captain Witt come, 
" At the head of his troops, with trumpet and drunu 
" Now, madam, obferve how lie marches in ftate t : 
'< The man with -the kettle-drum enters the gate t 
" Dub, dub, adub, dub. The trumpeters follow* 
« Tantara, tantara; while all the boys hollow, 
" See now comes the Captain all daub'd with gold'lace* 
u O la ! the fweet gentleman ! look in his face ; 
4< And fee how he rides like a lord of the land* 
" With the fine flaming fword that he holds iahis fcta&v 
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u And his horfe, the dear enter, it prances, and rear** 
" With ribbons in knots at its tail and its ears : 
" At lad comes the troop, by the word of command, 
** Drawn up in our court; when the Captain cries* 

"Stand! 
« Yous Ladyfhip lifts up the faih to be feen 
" (For fure I had dizen' djou out like a queen). 
gt The Captain,, to lhew he is proud of the favour, 
'♦Looks up to your window, and cocks- up his beaver 
" (His beaver is cock'd ; pray, madam, mark that, 
" For a Captain of horfe never takes off his hat, 
« Becaufb be has never a hand that is idle; 
" For the right holds the fword, and the left holds the 

: « bridle). . 
" Then flourifhes thrice his fword in the air, 
" As a compliment due to a lady fo fair; 
".(How I tremble to think of the blood it hath fpilt V) 
" Then he lowers down the point, and kuTes the hilt. 

* Your Ladyfhip fmiles, and thus you begin ; 

" Pray, Captain, be pleas'd to alight and walk in." 
" The Captain falutes you with congee profound, 
« And your Ladyfhip curtfies half way to the ground. 
" Kit, run to your mailer, and bkl him come to us, 
" I 'm fure he '11 be proud of the honour you do us* 
" And, Captain, you '11 do us the favour to flay, 
" And take a fhort dinner here with us to-day : 
« You 're heartily welcome : but as for good cheer, 
•*" You come in the very worft time of the year j 

* If I had expe&ed fo worthy a gueft— " 

f* Lord 1 madam ! your Ladyfhip fure is in jeft : 
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+* You banter me, madam ; the kingdom m«ft grant— " 
« You officers. Captain, are fo complaifant ! M 

" Hift, huffy, 1 think I hear fomebody coming-—* 9 
« No, madam ; 'tis only Sir Arthur a-humming. 
u To fhortcn my talc (for I hate a long flory) 
u The Captain at dinner appears in his glory 1 
u The Dean and the * Doctor have humbled their pride, 
u For the Captain ?s entreated to (it by your fide; 
" And, becaufe he 's their betters, you carve for him 

"4&rft; 
" The Parfons for envy are ready to burft. 
" The fcrvants amaz'd are fcarce ever able 
" To keep off their eyes, as they wait at the table $ 
" And Molly and I have thruft in our nofe 
" To peep at the Captain in all his fine clo'es. 
"Dear madam, befure he's a'fine-fpoken man, 
" Do but hear on the Clergy how glib his tongue ran j 
u And, madam, fays he, if fuch dinners you give, 
"'You -11 ne'er want for Parfons as long as you live* 
**•! ae'effknew a Parfon without a good nofe; 
" But the Devil's as welcome wherever he goes : 
" G— d — n me ! they bid us reform, and repent, 
« But, z — s ! by their looks they never keep Lent t 
" Mifter Curate, for all your%grave looks, I 'm afraid 
" You caft a fheep's eye on her Ladyfhip's maid*: 
u I wifh fhe would lend you iier pretty white hand ' 
u In mending your caffock, and fmoothing your band 
41 (For the Dean was fofhabby, andlook'd like a ninny, 
** That the Captain fuppos'd he was Curate to Jinny). 
• Doctor Jinny, a clergy man in the x«i£\\\>w»\vacA. ^ « 



" Whenever fou fist a xafibelt and gown., '• 

«« A hundred to eac but it covers a clom» 

* Obfem hew a Parfon con« into a room ; 

" Gr— d— »n me ! he hobbles as bad as my groom j 
44 Afcbilmrd, when juft from his college broke loofe, 
*< Can hardly tell how to cry 4* to a goofe j 
«« Your * AfaWf, and BhUurch, and O/wwr/, and fluff, 
-" By G— , they don't (ignify this pinch of fnuff. 
«< To give a young gentleman right education, 
41 The army *s the only good fchool in the nation t 
<" My fchool-maftcr call'd me a dunce and a fool, 
-*' But at cuffs I was always the cock of the fchool ; 
** I never could take to ray book for the blood o' me, 
" And the puppy confefs'd he expected no good o'me. 
*" He caught me one morning coquetting his wife, 
" But he mauTd me, I ne'er was. fo raaui'd in my life : 
: ** So I took to the road, and, what 's very odd, 
€t The firft man I robb'd was a Parfon, by G — . 
*' Now, madam, you '11 think it a ftraoge thing to fay, 
« But the fight of a book makes me tick to this day." 

" -.Never fince I was born did I hear fo much wit, 
" And, madam, I laugh'd till I thought I mould fplit. 
u £q then you look'd fcornful, and foift at the Dean, 
f As who ihou'd fay, N*w 9 am I ijkinxy and ium ? 
" But he durft not fo much as once open his lips, 
" And the Do&or was plaguily down in the hips." 

• Thus mercikfs Hannah ran on in her talk, 

TiU ihe heard the Dean call, " Will your LadyCbip 
"walk?" 
*Ovid$, PJutarchs, Homers. 
f Nick-names for my lady. 
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Her Ladyfhip anfwers, ** J 'm juft coming down :" 
Then, turning to Hannah, and forcing a frown* 
Although it was plain in her heart fbc was glad, 
Cry'd, " Huffy, why fure the wench is gone mad I 
" How could thefe chimera?* get into your brains r— 
4i Come hither, . and take this old gown for your pains. 
" But die Dean, if this fecret fhould come to his ears, 
** Will never have done with his gibes and his jeers : 
" For your life, not a word of the matter, I charge ye t 
4t Give me but a bsrrack, a % for the clergy" 

TO DEAN SWIFT. 

BY SIR ARTHUR A C H E S O N. 

/^ OOP caufe have I to fing and vapour, 

^-* For I am landlord to the Drapier : 

He, that of every ear's the charmer, 

Now conciefcends to be my farmer, 

And grace ray villa with his drains } 

Lives fuch a bard on Brjtifh plains ? 

No ; 'not in all the Brhfth court ; 

For none, but witling* there retort, 

tyhofe names and works (though dead) a*e made 

Immortal ty *hc Dunqiad j 

And, fure as monument of bxafs, 

Their fame to future times fhall pafs, 

How, with a weakly warblii.g tongue, 

Of brazen knight they vainly fung : 

A fubjeft for their genius ft ; 

He dares defy both fenfc -\rA wit. 



it* SWIFT'* POEM I. 

What dares he not ? He can, we know it, 

A hureat make that is no poet ; 

A judge, without the leaft pretence 

To common law, or common fenfe 5 

A bifhop that is no divine; 

And coxcombs in red ribbons fhine ? 

*Nay, he can make, what *s greater far, 

A middle-Hate 'twixt peace and war ; 

And fay, there (hall, for years together. 

Be peace and war, and both, and neither, 

Happy, O Market-hill I at leaft, 

That court and courtiers have no tafte * 

You never elfe had known the Dean, 

But, as of old, obfcurely lain ; 

All things gone on the fame dull track, 

And DrapierVhill * been ftill Drumladc a 

But now your name with Penfliurft vies, 

And wing'd with fame ihall reach the Uties, 

DR APIER'S-HILL. 

TTTE give the world to understand, 
^^ Our thriving Dean has purchas'd land f 
A purchafe, which will bring him dear 
Above his rent four pounds a year} 

• The Dean gave this name to a farm called Drum* 
lack, which he rented of Sir Arthur Achefon, whofe feat 
lay between that and Market-hill; and intended to build an 
fcoufc upon it, but afterwards changed his mind. F. 



, DfrA**#R r S ftltL. tA 

IVovided, to improve Ac ground 
■ He will but add two hundred pound ; ' 

And, from his endlefs hoarded (lore, 

To build a houfe, r five hundred more. 
' Sir Arthur too (hall have his will, 

And call the raarifiqh Drapier's Hill : 

That, when a nation, long enflav'd, 

Forgets by whom it once was fav'd ; '* 

When none the Drapier's praife (hall ting j 
' His figns aloft no longer f wing; 
. His medals and his prints forgotten ; "* 

, And all his * handkerchiefs are rotten $ 

His famous Letters made wafte-paper ; 

This hiil may keep the name of Drapieri 
• In fpight of envy, flourilh (till, 

And Drapier's vie with Cooper's hill. 



THE DEAN'S REASONS 
^ FOR NOT BUILDING AT DRAPIER'S HILL. 

TWILL not build on yonder mount : 
"■■ And, fhould you call me to account, 
Confulting^wkh myfelf, I find, 
. It was no levity of mind. 
Whate'er I promrs'Aor intended, 
No fault Of mine,' the fcheme is ended : 

* Medals w^re caft, many figns hung up, and hand* 
* kerchiefs made with devices, in honour of the Dean, 
imdcr ! thcnamc l ofM;B.Drapier. F. - " """ 

% VOl.1L . M ^^ 
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Nor can you tax me as unfteady, . „ 
I have a hundred caufes ready : 
All rifen fince that flattering -time, 
When DrapierVhiii appear'd in. rhyme. „ 

I am, as now too late I find, 
The greatefbcully of mankind : 
The lowed boy in Martin's fchool x 
May turn and wind me like a fooL 
How could I form fo wild a vifion, 
To feek, in deferts, Fields Elyfian? 
To live in fear, fufpicion, variance. 
With thieves, fanatics, and barbarians ? 

But here my Lady will object ; 
Tour Peanihjp ought to recollect, 
That, near the Knight of Gosford plac'd, 
Whom you tallow a man of taftq, 
Tour intervals of time to fpend 
With fo converfable a friend. 
It woulcl not tignify a pin 
.Whatever climate you were in, 

Tis true, but what advantage comet 
To me from all a ufurer ; s»plumbsj 
Though I Aould'fee him<twicc a day, , 
And am his neighbour, crofs the way t 
If all my rhetoric muft fail 
To ftrike him far a pot of ale ? 

Thus,: when the learned and the wife 
Conceal their talents from our eyes, 
And from deferring friends with-hold 
Their gifts, as-Mifers do-dicir^oldi 
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REASONS FOR NOT BUI&DING, &c, if* 

Their knowledge tp themfelves confinM 

Is the fame avarice of mind ; » 

Nor makes their converfation better 

Than if they never knew a letter. -J. 

Such is the fate of Gosford's Knight, 

Who keeps tok wifdora out of fight i 

Whofe uncommunicative heart 

Will fcarce one precious word impart t 

Still rapt in fpeculations deep, 

His outward fenfes fail afleep ; 

Who, while I talk, a fong will hum, 

Gr, with his fingers, heat the drum ; 

Beyond the ikies transports his mind. 

And leaves a lifelefs corpfe liehiad* 

But,.. as for me, who ne'er could clamher high, 
To underhand Malebranche or Carabray j 
Who- fend my mind (as I believe) lefs 
Than others do, on errands ileevdefc y 
Can liften to a tale humdrum, 
And with attention read 1 Tom Thumb.* 
My fpirks with my body proving, 
Both hand in hand together jogging j 
"Sunk over head and ears in matter, 
Nor can of metaphyfics fmatter; 
Am more diverted with a quibble 
Than dream of worlds intelligible ; 
And think all notions too abftra&ect 
Are like the ravings of a crackt head* { 

What intercourse of minds can be 
Jktwixt the &nigh$ fublimc and me, 

/ U% U 



If when II talk; as- talk I muft, 
t is but prating to a buft? ; 

Where fricjidfliip is by Fate deiign'd* 
It forms an union in the mind : 
But here I differ from the Knight 
In every point* like black and white i 
For none can fay that ever yet 
We both in one opinion met* 
Not in philofophy, or ale ; 
In flate-affairs, or planting cale t .- 
In rhetoric, or picking ftraws-$ 
In roafting larks, or making laws; 
In public fchemes, or catching flies j 
In parliaments, or pudding- pies; 
* The. neighbours wonder why the Knight 
Should in a country life delight, 
Who not one pleafure entertains 
To chear the folitary fcenes : 
His guefts are few, his vifits rarej 
Nor ufes time, nor time will fpare j . 
Nor rides, nor walks, nor hunts, nor fowlt» 
Nor plays at cards, or dice, or bowls 5 
But, feated in an eafy chair, 
Defpifes exercifc and air. 
His rural walks he ne'er adorns ; 
Here poor Pomona (its on thorns s 
And there negle&ed Flora fettles 
Her bum upon a bed of nettles. 

Thofe thanklefs and officious cam 
I us'd to ttke*ia friends affairs, 



REASQNS FOB: NQT BUILBJUG, &c. .rfj 

From which I never could refrain, 

And have been often chid in vain : . • \ 

From t|j*e.fe I am reoaver'd .quite, 

At leaft in what regards the &nighr. 

Preferve his. health, his (lore incrcafe • 

May nothing interrupt his peace ! 

But now let all his tenants round 

Firft milk his cows, and after, pound t 

Let every cottager confpire - 

To cut his hedges down for fire z 

The naughty boys about the village 

His crabs and floes. may freely pillager 

He (till may keep a pack of knaves 

To fpoil his work, and work by halve?*. 

His meadows may be dug by fwine, 

It fhall be no concern of mine. - 

For why fhould I continue dill 

To ferve a friend againfi: his will f 

A PANEGYRICK ON THE DEAN, 
In the Person of a Lady in the North *. 1730. 

T) E SO LVD my gratitude to fhow, 
A Thrice reverend Dean,* for all I owe, 
Too long I have my thanks delay'd • 
Your favours left too long unpaid; 
But now, in all our fex's name. 
My artlefs Mufc (hall fing your fame. 

* The lady of Sir Arthur Achefon. 

M 3 \?A\i\^sG& 
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Indulgent you to female kind, 
To all their weaker (ides are blind \ 
Nine more fuch champions as the Dean. 
Would foon reftore our ancient reign. 
How well, to win the ladies hearts. 
You celebrate their wit and parts I 
How have I felt my fpirits rais'd 9 
By you (0 oft% fo highly prais'd ! 
Transformed by your convincing tongue 
To witty, beautiful, and young, 
1 hope to quit that aukward fhame, 
Affe&ed by each vulgar dame, 
To modefty a weak pretence ; 
And foon grow pert on men of fenfe \ 
To (hew my face with fcornful air; 
Let others match jt, if they dare,, 

Impatient to be out of debt, 
O, may I never once forget 
The bard, who .humbly deigns to chufe 
jV$e for the fubjelr. of his Mufe ! 
Behind my back, before my nofe, 
. fie founds my praife in verfe and profc t 

My heart with emulation burns 
To make you fujtable returns : 
My gratitude the world fhall know : 
And fee, the printer's boy below ; 
Ye hawkers all, your voices lift ; 
* A Panegyrick on Dean Swift !" 
And then, to mend the matter dill, 
"By Udy Anne of Market-hill." 



*T 



A PANEGYRIC* OJMHE DEAN. i4 7 

I thus -begin : My grateful Mufe 
Salutes the Dean in different views j ' - 

Dean, butler, ufher, jefcer, tutor ; 
* Robert and parby*s coadjutor t 
And, as you in coraroiffion fit, 
To rule, die dairy next to' f Kit* 

In each capacity I mean 
To ling your praife. And firft as Dean s 
Envy muft own, you underftand your 
Precedence, and fupport your grandeur: 
Nor of your rank will bate an ace, 
Except to give Dean Daniel place* 
In you fuch dignity appears ; 
So fuited to your (late and years 1 * 
With ladies what a ftrie~t decorum f 
With what devotion you adore 'em f 
Treat me with fo much complaifance* 
As (its a prince fs in romance ! 
By your example and afliftance, 
The fellows learn to know their dtfhnce* 
Sir Arthur, fince you fet the pattern, 
No longer calls mtfmpe and flatter n ; 
Nor dares he, though he were a duke. 
Offend me with the lead rebuke. 

Proceed we to your J preaching next % 
How nice yoft fplit the liar deft text ! 

* The names of two oveTfeers. 
f My lady's footman. 

J The author preached but once while he was there. F» 
Al 4 YW* 



How your fupcrior learning Aines 

AboTc our neighbouring ^ull divines'! 

Ac Beggar's Opera not fo nill pit 

Is feen, as when you mount our pulpit, . ' 4 

Confider now your convocation : 
Regardful of your age and ftation, 
You ne'er was known, by pafGon ftirr'd^. 
To give the leaft ofFenfivx word : 
But ftill, whene'er you filence break, 
Watch every fyllabk you ipeak : 
Your ftyle fo clear, and fo concife, . * 
We never afk to hear you twice. 
But then, a parfon fo genteel, 
So nicely clad from head to heel j 
80 fine a gown, a band fo clean, 
As well become St. Patrick's Dean, 
Such reverential awe exprefs, 
That cow-boys know you by your drefs f 
Then, if our neighbouring friends come here #- 
How proud are we when you appear, 
With fuch addrefs and graceful port, 
As clearly (hews you bred at court ! 

Now raife your fpirits, Mr. Dean, 
I lead you to a nobler fecne 
When to the vault you walk in ftate, 
In quality of butler s-mate ; 
You next to Dennis bear the fway a 
To you we often truft the key 1 

• The butler. 

Sot 



A PAN5GYRICK ON- TPf.pSAN, ,1^ 

Nor can he judge with, all his art .. - *• 

So well, what bottle holds a quaj£ t t . . v 

What pints may beft for bottles pafs, , 

Juft to give every wan his glafa t : #: . 

When proper to produce the bcA j , 

And what may ferve a commpn £ueft^ 

With Dennis you did ne'er combine, 

Not you, to (leal your matter's wine { . 

Except a bottle now and then. 

To welcome broibtr ferving-me&j 

But that is with a good defign, ' 

To drink Sir Arthur's health and. mine j 

Your mailer's honour to maintain \ 

And get the like returns again. 

Your * ujber's pod muft next T>e handled t • 
How blefs'd am t by fach a man led \ 
Under whole wife and careful guardihip 
I now defpife fatigue and hard (hip : 
Familiar grown to dirt and wet, 
Though daggled round, I fcorn to frets 
From you my chamber-damfels kara 
My broken, hofe to patch and darn. 

Now as ijefler I accoft you j 
Which never yet one. friend has loft you* 
You judge fo nicely to a hair, • 

How far to go, and when tofpart j* 
By long experience grown fo wife* r 

Of every tallc to know the fizej 

* He fomttunes ufed to walk with the lady. P. 

• - xtkso 
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There 's none fo ignorant or weak 

* To take offence at what you fpeak. 

Whene'er you joke, 'tis all a cafe 

Whether with Dermot, or His Grace $ 

With Teague O 9 Murphey, or an earl j 

A dutchefs, or a kitchen-girt 

With fuch dexterity you fit 

Their fevefal talents with your wit, 

That Moll the chamber-maid can fmoke* 

And Gahagari f take every joke. 
I now become your humble Alitor 

To let me praife you as my % tutor* 

Poor I, a favage bred and born, 

By you inftru&cd every morn, 

Already have improv'd fo well, 

That I have almoft learnt to fpell : 

The neighbours, who come here to dine, 

Admire to hear me fpeak fofine. 

How envioufly the ladies look, 

When they furprize me at my book ! 

And fure as they 're alive at night 

As foon as gone will wow their fpight : 

Good lord! what can my Lady mean, 

Converting- with that rufly Dean ! 
* The neighbouring ladies were no great under- 
ftanders of raillery* F. 

f The clown that cut dawn the old thorn at 
Market-Hill. See above, p. 59. 

X la bad weasher the author ufed to direft my fedy 
j^cr fading. K t 
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A PANEGYRICK ON THE DEAN, »** 

She 's grown fo nice, and fo peiturhus* 
With Socrates and Epicurius. ,m 

How could me fit the live-long day* 
Yet never a% us once to. play ? 

But I admire your patience raoft * 
That when I *m duller than a poft* 
Nor can the plaineft word pronounce, 
You neither fume, nor fret, nor flounce > 
Are fo Indulgent, and fo mild, 
As if I were a darling child. 
So gentle is your whole proceeding, 
That I could fpend my fire in reading* 

You merit new employments daily: 
Our thatcher, ditcher, gardener, baily* 
And to a genius fo extenfivo 
No work is grievous or ofrenfrwt 
Whether your fruitful fancy lies 
To make for pigs convenient ftyes t 
Or ponder long with anxious thought 
To bariim rats that haunt our vault : 
Nor have you grumbled, reverend Dean*. 
To keep our poultry iweet and clean % 
To fweep the maniion-houfe they dwell in * 
And cure the rank unfavory finelfing. 

Now enter as the dairy hand-ma*d : * 
Such charming * butter never mam made.. 
Let others with fanatic face 
Talk of their milk for babty of grace t 
* A way of making butter, foe breakfafl, by l»&iiig^a> 
battle with cream, and {taking it oil tta\N^c&\c*»«^ « 



*1* '.♦IWriFT'S POEW^ , 
From t*ty their fnuflUng noa/enfe utter r 
Thy «w# (hall make us *«*/ of butter, . 
The biihop, with hi$ foot may burn it*, . 
But with his hand the Dean can. churn it. 
How are thelervants flyer joy'd 
To fee thy Peaaibip ^us employ'd I 

Ihftead of. poring o& a book* ... . 

Providing Jgitter fop jhe co©£ ; J ; 
Three morning-^ww* yout©fMnd fcal$e* 
The bottle till youn fingers ake.: . , ; 
Hard is thenar!, nor imail the art, 
The butter from the whey to pan : . 
Behold a. frotty fubitance rife j 
Be cautious, or your bottle flies. 
The butter comes*, our fears are cess'd ; 
And out you igueeze an ounce at leaft. 

Your Reverence thus, with like fuccefr 
(Nor is your ikill -or labour lefs)> 
When beat upon (bme fro art lampoon, .- 
Will tofs and turn your brain till noon j 
Which, in .its juir\blings round tlac ikulV 
Dilates and.malte* the vpflel.full :•. .,' 
While nothing comes but froth .at firft, 
Tou think your giddy head will ourftj. 
But, fqueezing out four lines in rhyme, 
Are largely paid for all your time^ . 

• It is a common faying, when the milk burns-to, 
that the devil or the blfliop has fet his foot "in it, the 
tkrH having been called biihop of hell. F. 



a vmrnsmcK. on thb dean, m* 

But you havcrtisM you* generous mint:' \sl 
To works of more exalted kind. . ' ■■■x\ 

Palladio was not half fo ikill'd in ■ , . '■ 

The grandeur or the art o£ building* 
Two temples of magnific fire 
Attract the curious traveler's eyes, ■ ■ i / 

That might he envyM by the Greekii ' • •-' 
r Rais'd up by you in twenty- weeks* * . > 

Here gentle goddefs Cloacine . / ' \? 

.Receives all offerings. *t her inline, I 

In feparate cells the he's and-fhe'ft ■ . - C 

Here jay theif vows with bended him* 7 

.For 'tis prophanc when feses mingle, ■ -. •„ 

And every nymph muft enter fuigl^ .-'■>.. i' 
And when fhe feels an inward v*time t 
•Come filPd with reverence, and devotion* ^ 

The bathfol maid, to hide our Jriuft, . 

• Shall creep -no' more behind a bulh 5 

Here unobferv'd (he boldly goes, / 

As who fhould fay, to pluck a reft. 

Ye, who frequcat this hattowM fceae, ■ ■ . '\ 
Be not ungrateful to the Dean;- ■■', . .* 

But duly, ertfyfc** leave yfaur&RtoQ, '"■■ 

Offer to him a«fta(re libation > "»s • ~- *.? r * 

Or of his own or SmedlcySs lay; • •- - • ?••-•" 

Or billet-doux* w lock efitay * -. . *< 7 

And, O! may all wfco;hithetf comfef ; 

.Return with unpolluted thumb!.. .:*.;;... ; 1 j 
Yet, when your Jofty domes Irpraife/ ..". 

/I %h to think o£an4caftdaya/; ;.'. ; ^ s - : : ... , s ^ 
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Permit mctfaea to nifetny ftyk, . 
And fwcetly moralize a while. 

Thee, bounteous goddefs Cloacine* 
To temples why do we confine? 
Forbid in open air to breathe j 
Why are thine altars fixt -beneath ? 

When Saturn raW die ikies alone 
(Thsil gotten age to gpld unknown), 
Tins earthly globe, to thee affign'd, 
Receiv'd the gilts of all mankind. 
Ten thoufand zkassfmoaking round 
Were builgfeo thee with offerings crown'd r 
And here thy daily votaries plac'd 
Their facrifice with zeal and hafte : 
The margin- of a purling (bream 
Sent up to, *hee*grattful fleam 
(Though fometimes thou Wext pleas'd to wink* 
If Naiads fwept them from the brink). . 
Or where appointing lovers rove, 
The inciter of a (hady grove ; 
Or offer , d,in fome flowery vale, 
Were, wailed by a-gentlc gale, 
There many frfifrwer-abfterfive grew, 
'Thy favorite flowers of yellow hue j 
The crocus and the daffodil, 
The cowfiip foft, and fweet jonquil. 

But when a^iaft ufurping Jove 
Old Saturn fror* his empire drove* 
Then glxttomy with greafy paws 
Jte^pJun^pinn'duptohcr-jawSf 
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With watery chaps, and wagging clan, 
Brac'd like a drum her oily (kin ; 
AVcdg'd in a fpacious elbow-chair. 
And on her plate a treble ihare* 
As if ihe ne'er could have enough, 
Taught harmlefs man to cram and (tufc 
She fent her prieft in wooden fhoes . 
From haughty Gaul to make ragooa; . 
Inftead of wholefome bread and cheefe, 
To drefs their foqps and fricafleesj 
And, for our home-bred BritLuv cheer, 
fiotargo, catfup, and caveer. 

This bloated Jjarpy, fprung from hell* 
Confin'd the*?, jpddefs, to a cell x >; 

Sprung from her womb that impious line* 
Contemners of thy sites divine. 
&irft> lolling./o/^ in woollen cap . 
"Taking her a^ter-oumer nap i 
file dropjj with a fallow face, 
IHcr belly burft, and flow her pace s 
And lordly gout, wrapt up infurr : •! 

And wheezing aftbma, loth to ftir~r j • : . 

Voluptuous eafi; die child of tutakhf 
•Infe&ing thus our hearts by ftealth. 
None feek thee new in open air* 
To thee no verdant akars- rear ; .. * 

But in their cells aod vaults obfeen* • "* 

Prefent a facrifice unclean ; 
From whence unfavory vapours role, 
Offcnfiyc to tliy Ake^aofe. 
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Ah ! who/- Indoor degenerate days, 
As nature prompts', his offering pay* f- '- 
' Here nature neverdifference made 
f Between the fcepert and the fpade. 

Ye great-ones, why will ye difdain 
\To pay your.tribute on the plain? 
'Why will you^lafce In lafcy pride 
tYour altars near your couches fide $ 
* When, from the homelicft earthen ware ' 
. Are fent up offerings more fincere, ** ' 
%Than wher* the haughty dutchefs'letek* 
?*Her filvcr vafe in cedar-<box ? : 

Yet fdme devotion ftili remains 
Among our harinhfs northern f wains; ' 
iWhofe^flrrings^ plac'd in golden ranks, 
-Adorn our cryftal rivers* banks ; 
Nor feidom grace die flowery downsi 
r With fpiral tops and copple-crowns j 
Or gilding in a funny morn 
The humble Branches of a thorn. 
r. So, poets fing, with golden bough 
" The Trojan hero paid his vow. 
Hither, by hicklefs error led, 
The crude confidence, oft* I tread i 
Here, when my fhoes are out of cafe, 
XJnweeting gild the tarnifh'd lace ; 
. Here* by the iacred bramble ting'd, 
; My petticoat is doubly fring'd. 
Be wknefsfbr tne> nymph divine, 
Jlfle vex robb' d thee with'defiga : 
- "' 7 
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A PANEGYRICK ON THE DEAN. * 7 ? 

Nor will the zealous Hannah pout 
To wafh thy injur'd offering out. 

But flop, ambitious Mufe, in time, 
Nor dwell-on fubje&s too fublime. 
'In vain on lofty heels I tread, 
Afpiring to exalt my head ; 
With hoop expanded wide and light, 
In vain I 'tempt too high a flight. 

Me Phoebus in a midnight dream 
Accofting faid, * " Go fhake your cream." 
Be humbly* minded, know your poft j 
Sweeten your tea, and watch your toaft. 
Thee beft befits. a lowly ftyle : 
Teach Dennis how to ftir the f guilt s 
With J Peggy Dixon thoughtful fit, 
Contriving for the pot and fpit. 
Take down thy proudly fwelling faih, 
And rub thy teeth, and pare thy naila: 
At nicely-carving (hew thy wit ; 
But ne'er prefume to eat a bit : 
Turn every way thy watchful cyej 
And every gucft be fure to ply : 
Let never at your board be known 
An empty plate, except your own. 
Be thefe thy arts ; nor higher aim 
Than what befits a rural dame. 

~* In the bottle, to make butter. F. 

+ The quantity of ale or beer brewed atone time. F. 

4 Mrs. Dixon, the houfe- keeper. F. 

Vol.11. N *Bkk> 



But Cloaciiia, goddeft &rf(rht* 
Sleek ■■ claims her a* his tight : 

And Smcdley, flowed of all divinely 
Shall fing the Beth ih Sfte&ey's tififes. 



TWELVE ARTICLES. 

I. T E ST k may more quarrels breed, 

"*-** I will never hear you read. 
II. By difpujtibg> 1 will never, 

To convince you, once endeavour. 

III. When a parado* ydu ftick to, 
I will never contradict you. 

IV. When I talk, and you are hfeedlefs, 
I will fhew no anger needlefs. 

V. When your fpeeches an? abktrd, 
I will ne'er object u word. 

VI. When you ftrribus afgue wrorig, 
I will grieve, and hold hiy tongue. 

VII. Not a jeft or humourous (lory 
Will I ever tell before ye : 
To be chidden for explaining, 
When you quite miftake the meaning* 

VIII. Never more will I fuppofe, 

You can tafte'hry'vcrfebr prole. 

IX. You no more at me (hall fret. 
While I teach, and you forget. 



X. You (hall neycr hea* me thundc^ 

Wfcfl yg? bl^er en, sxid blund**. 
.XL Shew )(our poverty ^ef fpint, 

And in drefc place all your merit ; 
Gi^re yeurfctf ten thoufand airs; 
That with me mall break no fquares. 

XH. Never vril\ % give advice, 

Till you pleaCe to afk me thrice t 
Which, if you in fcorn reject, 
'Twill be juft as X expe#. 

Thus w* M* ftail hay* #$ e»dfe 

the 8, jgyfl j. PT-X8 F 

AT MARKItr.HlLL. 173^ 

apROM distant tc#a#> j^Sft^ £ftfc 

AnQ^.^m^m^ofir^n^5 
Where Ph«buf n^s a jfoapty %$& 
Where peggr vej; a co#in r^pen'fl 1 
Hither the frantjc gft&ef| <jra.wjj 
Three fuffer^p j|n a jujn'd paujfe : 
By faftion banj^, fccjre gn^ 
A Dean *, a Spaj^ J, anj a J^igfy |.| 

* Dr, Swift. 

+ Col. Harry Leflie, who ferved and Eved long 
in Spain. See p. 1 89. 
X Sir Arthur Achefon. 



1*0 swifts' p6eM3', 

Unite, but on conditions cruel ; 
The Dean and Spaniard fin'd it too Well, 
Condemned to live in fervicc hard ;•.<•'. 
On either fide his honour's? guard: 
The Dean, to guard his honour's back*) . 
Mud build a caftlc at Drumiack ; 
The Spaniard, fore againft his will, 
Mu ft raife a fort at Market-hill. 
And thus the pair ot humble gentry 
. At north and /out b are ported centry ; 
While, in his lordly caftle jfixt, 
The Knight triumphant reigns betwixt : 
And, what the wretches moft -refcrit, 
To be his flaves, muft pay him rent 5 
Attend him daily as their chief, 
Decant his wine, anch carve tiis beef. 
Obj Fortune ! 'tis a fcandaLfor thee 
To fmile on thofe who are leaft worthy : 
Weigh but the merits of the three, 
His flaves have ten times more than he. 

Proud Baronet of Nova Scotia 1 
The Dean and Spaniard muft reproach ye : 
Of their two fames the world enough rings : 
Where are /Ayfervices and fufferings ? 
What if for nothing once you kift, 
Agairift the grain, a monarch's fift ? 
What if, among the courtly tribe, 
You loft a place, and fav'd a bribe } 
And then in furly mood came here 
To fifteen hundred pounds a year, 



REVOLUTION AT MARKET-HILL. iSj^ 

And fierce againft the Whigs harangu'd ? 
You never vcntur'd to be hangM. 
How dare f you treat your betters thus ? . , 

Are you to be compared with us ? 

Come, Spaniard, let us from our farms 
Call forth our cottagers to arms 5. 
Our forces let us both unite, 
Attack the foe at left and right % 
From Market-hill's exalted head, 
Full northward let your troops be led ; 
While I from Drapier's-mount defcend* 
And to the fouth my fquadrons bend. 
New-river- walk with friendly ihade 
Shall keep my hoft in ambufcade ; 
While you, from where the bafon flands, 
Shall fcale the rampart with your bands. 
Nor need we doubt the fort to win 5 
I hold intelligence within. 
True, Lady Anne no danger fears, . . 

Brave as the Upton fan (he wears ; 
Then, left upon our firtt attack 
Her valiant arm fhould force us back, 
And we of all our hopes depriv'd ; 
I have a ftratagem contriv'd. 
By thefe embroider'd high-heePd ihoes 
She fhall be caught as in a noofe j 
So well contriv'd her toes to pinch, 
She '11 not have power to fUr an inch : 
Thefe gaudy fhoes mutt Hannah place 
Direct before her Ikdy's face j " 

N 3 tta. 



The fhoes put oh, o% FattHM fctotaeTt 

Admits us in, td form the fottfefc ? 

While tortu^AWadambotihdi^nUbis^ 

Like Montezume, in golden chains, 

Or like a cit with Walnuts fhod, 

Stumbling at every Hep fhe trek!. 

Sly hunters thus, in Borneo's fife, 

To catch a monkey by a wile. 

The mimic animal amufe ; 

They place Wore him gldvVs *hd ftbetf; 

Which When the bhite puts irakward ©ny 
All his agility is gone : 

In vain to frifk or climb he tries ; 

The huntfmen ferze the grinning prize. 

But let 'Us' on our ffrft aflatilt 
Secure the larder and the vault : 
The valiant Detfnis * "you muft 'fix on,, 
And I '11 engage with "Peggy Dixon f t 
Then, if we once can ferae the key 
And cheft, that keeps my lady's tea,. 
They muft furrehder at diferttion j 
And, foon as we have gain'd rioflefli6n> 
We '11 a£t as other conquerors do, 
Divide the realm between us two r 
Then (let me fee) we '11 make the KriigHe 
Our clerk, for he can read and write; 
But muft not think, I tell him that, 
Like Lorimer } to wear his hat : 

* The butler. f The houfc'keeper, 

J The agent. 
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Yet, when we dine Without a fjifind, 
We 11 place tan a* jfce lower egd. 
Madam, wbofe fcill dofis aU jn drefe lie. 
May ferve to w»t on Mra. ]Le#je; 
But, left it might not be ft> proper 
Tl*t her Afcrn maid flwuld ojrerntqp fcr> 
Tq mortify ibe cxtittwre wprej 
We '11 take her heels fore in/cbea tower* 

For Hannah, when we have 410 negd of hpr> 
'Twill be our intereft to .get rid of her • 
And, when we execute our plgt, 
^Tisbeft to ihang hereon the ipotj 
As all your politicians wife 
Difpatch the rogues by .whom Abey rife* 

T R A U L V S. 

A I> lAiOpUE 

BETWEEN 

TOM AND ROBI N. 1730. 

THE FIRST FART. 

Tom. GAY, Robin, wiat.can yjapjus* me*i* 
*-* By. bellowing J^ius againftthe Dean > 
Why does he rail hjrn paltry fcrU^lcr, 
Pa|*ft, and Jacobite, and Lij^ejer j 
Yet cannot prove a (ingle fa& ? 
Robin. Forgive him, Tom : hja bead tt erackt. 
* Lord Allen. D. &. 
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T. What mifchicf can the Dean have done Km*. 
That Traulus calls for vengeance on him } 
Why rauft he fputter, fpawl, and flaver it 
In vain againft the people's favourite ? 
Revile that natibn-faving paper, 
- Which <gave the Dean the name of Drapier > 

R. Why, Tom, I think the cafe is plain j 
Party and fpleen have turn'd his brain. 

T . Such friendfliip never man profeft, 
The Dean was never focareft j . . 
For Traulus long his rancour nurs'd, . 
Till, God knows why, at laft it burft- 
That clumfy outfide of. a porter, 
How could it thus conceal a courtier! • 

R. I own, appearances are bad ; 
Yet (till infill the man is mad. 

7. Yet many a wretch in Bedlam knows 
How to diftinguiih friends from foes ; 
And, though perhaps among the rout 
He wildly flings his filth about, 
JHe frill has gratitude and fap'ence, 
To fpare the folks that give him ha'pence ; 
Nor in their eyes at random pifles, 
But turns afide like mad Ulyfjes : 
While Traulus all his ordure fcatters 
To foul the man he chiefly flatters. 
Whence come thefe inconfiftent fits ? 

R. Why, Tbm, the man has loft his wits. • 

tf*. Agreed : and yet, when Towzer fnaps- 
At people's heels with frothy chaps, 



_TJLAUT,ITS. Part!, tly 

Hangs down his head, and drops his tail, 

To fay he 's mad, will not avail ; 

The neighbours all cry, " Shoot him dead, 

" Hang, drown; or knock him on the head." , 

So Traulus when he firft harangu'd, , 

I wonder why he was not hang'.d ; 

For of the two, without difpute, 

Tow^r *s the lefs ofFenfive brute. 

R. Tom, you miftake. the matter quite §. 
Your barking curs will feldom bite j 
And though you hear him ftut-tut-tut-tcr, - 
He barks as fail as he can utter. 
He prates ia fpite of all impediment, 
While, none. believes that what he faid he meant; 
Puts in his finger and his thumb 
To grope forewords, and out they come. 
He calls you, rogue ; there 's nothing in it,. 
He fawns upon you in a minute « 
" Begs leave to rail, but, d— n his blood I 
" He only meant it for your, good : 
" His friendihip was exactly rim'd, 
" He fliot before your foes were prim'd.. 
" By this .contrivance, Mr. Dean ; 
« By G— ! . I '11 bring you off as clean — •'" 
Then let him ufe you e'er fo rough, 
" 'Twas all for love/* and that 's enough. 
But, though he fputter through a feffion,, 
It never makes the lead impreffion : 

* This Is the ufual excufe of Traulus,. when he 
abuiw/ou to others without provoxatwa, ^. 
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Whate'er he fpcaks Us roadaefs goat* 
With no effe£fc on friends or foes. 

71 The {crubbieft cur in all the nttfc 
Can fet the maftttF on your hacjc 
I own, his madnefs k a >cft, 
If that were all. But he '• pofleft, 
Incarnate with a thousand imps, 
To work whofc -ends has inadneft fimps a 
Who eta each Mug and wine .preikte, 
Fill every pipe* each moekm guide * . 
Direibflg *every viee we find 
In Scripture, toche^devfl affigntt 1 
Sent from &e -Aatfk skdenaal rcgiqa, 
In >him they lodge, and make him Ago* 
Of bretbrtn he 's *fatf$-4HtHfir $ 
A flandoier, trtitox, and ftduccr * 
Afattnmg, bale, trepanning liar* 
The marks peculiar of his fife. 
Or, grant him but-a- drone at heft j. 
A drone can raifc a hornets neft. 
The Dean had felt their ftmgs before * 
And muft their mali«e ne'er give o*tr^ 
Still fwarm and buzz about his ntife4 
But Ireland's friends ne'er warned foes* 
A patriot i* a dangerous pofft, 
When wanted by his country moft j 
Perveiftly comes iti evil-times, 
Where virtues are imputed crimes. 
His guilt is clear, the proofs are pregnant j 
7k traitor to the Vices regnant. 

-mac 



What fpirit* (face the wdrM began* 
Could always btflr to/rtot <**7J» tffttf* f 
Which God pronounc'd, he fcdWtf would. 
And foon comaflcM theft* ty « flttriL 
Yet ftill the Doaft *a faedftfeft ftm | . 
His fpirit always ftrives whh (laves* 
Tis time at laft to <ptte hft imk> 
And let them ro^ or httag, •«: tfldfe.. 
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Ttffc sfetONfc *ARt. 

nHHAULUS, of wnphibicms breeds 
■*■ Motley fruit of muogril feed~s 
By the dam from lordlings fpmiifg* 
By the Jtrg exhal'd from 4«mg : ♦ 

Think on every vice ra beth. 
Look on him, and fee fhoir grbVrth* 

View him on the mother's fide r 
Fill'd with faMchood, fpleefr, and^>n8fc|r 
Pofitive and over-bearing, 
Changing ftill, and ftill adhering ; 
Spiteful, peevlfh, rude, untoward, 
Fierce in tongue, in heart a cdward $ 
When his friends he moft is hard ony 
Cringing comes to beg tlheir pardon y 
Reputation ever tearing, 
Ever dcareft friendibip fearing? 
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Judgment weak, and paflion ftrbng, 
Always various, always wrongs 
Provocation never waits, 
Where he loves/ or where he hates i 
Talks whatever comes in his head *• 
Wifhes it were all unfaid., 

Let me now the vices trace. 
From the father's fcoundrel wee. 
Who could give the looby fuch airs ? 
Were they mafons, were they butchers ? 
Herald* lend- the Mufe an anfwer 
From his atavus and grandfire : 
This was dextrous at his trowel* , 
That was bred to kill a cow well i 
Hence the greafy clumfy mien 
' In his drefs and- figure fcen ,» 
Hence the mean and fordid foul*, 
Like his body, rank and foul j 
Hence that wild fufpicious peep* 
Like a rogue that deals a fliecp ; 
Hence he learnt the butcher's guile*. 
How to cut your throat and fmile ; 
Like a butcher, doom'd for life 
In his mouth to wear his knife j 
Hence he draws his daily food 
From his tenants vital blood. 

Laflly, let his gifts be try'd* 
Borrow'd from the mafon's fide : 
Some perhaps may think him able 
In the irate to build a Babel j 
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Could we place him in a flation 
To deflroy the old foundation. 
True indeed, I mould be gladder, 
Could 'he learn to mount a ladder. 
May he at his latter end 
Mount alive, and dead defcend ! 
In him tell me which prevail, 
Female vices moft, or male > 
What produe'd him, can you tell ? 
Human race, or imps of hell? 

ROBIN AND HARRY*. 

13 OB IN to beggars, with a curfe, 
-■-*• Throws the laft fliilling in his-purfe ; 
And, when the coachman comes for pay, 
The rogue inuft call another day. 

Grave Harry, when the poor are prefling, 
Cives them a penny, and God's bleffing ; 
But, always careful of the main, 
With two-pence left, walks home in rain. 

Robin, from noon to night, will prate, 
Runs-out in tongue, as in eftate : 
And, ere a twelvemonth and a day, 
Will not have one new thing to fay. 
Much talking is not Harry's vice: 
He need not tell a ftory twice : 
And, if he always be fo thrifty, 
His fund may laft to five and fifty. 

* Sons of Dr. Leflie. Harry was a. coWt\ vel ^a& 
Spiaiih fervice. See above, p. 179. H. 

7 "* 
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It fo fell out, tf*at cautious Harry ( 
As foldiers ufe, for Loire muft fRarry, 
And, with his, 4amc, tjje ocean, croft ; 
v< All for Love, or the World welj £<$'!$ 
•Repairs a cabin gone to ruin, 
. Juft big enough fpftelter *wp Jn ; 
And in his houfo if any foody pome, 
Will make them welcome tp bis ptdiptfML 
Where Goody Ji$a mi&s $exqyi« f 
-And boils potatoet far her ^wG? 5 
Or dams his hofe, or mends his breeches, 
' While Harry 's fencing up his ditches. 

Robin, who ne'er bis mind could fix 
To live wixhout, a coach aod£*, 
To patch Us broken ferine*, jpu&4 
.A miftjsfe w*rtfc £*e tiioufo^l ?9WfU 
Swears he could gfti>cr jp an ^our, 
*f Gajfer : JJa^y#^ul4^n^w.hcr 1 5 
And fell, to pacify Jiis^vpth, 
A birth-right rpr * -msfs of fcrpjfo. 

Young Harry, as aU Europe Jtno^s, 
Was lpng the^ui.BteOuicc of beau* j 
But, when efppjijs'd, fcc*an tjbe&fe 
That muft attend tfee^nparry'4 ftafai 
♦From gold taaca^e an4 ibwng a^uwr, 
Was metamorptas'd ^p £ ftppw-; 
His grazier's coat wkh dkt be^mear'^i 
Hor twice a wcpkwll iha.ve his \m*A. 

Old Robin, all libypufth a flwe^i, 
At ftftj-^wo, wjjen he .grew loving, 
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Clad in a coat of fcadttrfoy, 
A flaxen wig, and waifleoat gay* 
PowderM from moulder Ann to flank, 
In courtly ftyle addreftes famk? 
Twice ten yean oldor taaa lm wife, 
Is doom'd to be ^ bean for fife; 
Supplying thofe defofibs by drefs, 
Which I mud leave the world so goofs. 

TO BETTY THE GUIfcETTE. J730. 

OUEENof witaHdfcesmty, Betty! 
. Never may the Mufe forget ye : 
How thy face charms evety Ihepherd, 
Spotted over like a leopard 4 
And thy freckled iiedt, dHfflayiti, 
Envy breeds in every maid. 
Like a fly-blown cake of tallow, 
Or on parchment ink ttirn'dyellowj 
0t a^taWtty^ptfakkd^pippB» 
Shrivel'd with a winter's keeping. 

And, thy beauty thus difpatch'd, 
Let me praifethy *tot unmawV-d. 

Sets of jphrafof, cut-add d$y, 
Evermore thy tongue fufffdy. 
And thy memory is4oaded 
With old fcraps from plays exploded z 
Stock 'd with repartees ^wd jokes, 
j6uited to alLchrUtian folks-: 
Shreds of wit, and feoielc&rrhyinest 
Sluadcr'd out a thoufand times. 

5 A&c* 
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Nor wilt thou of gifts be fparing, 
Which can ne'er be worfe for wearing. 
Picking wit among collegians, 
. In the play-houfe upper regions ; 
Where, in ejghteen-penny gallery, 
Irifh nymphs learn Irim raillery t 
But thy merit is thy failing, ' 
And thy raillery is railing. 

Thus with talents well endued 
To be fcurrilous and rude ; 
•*When you pertly raife your fnout, 
Fleer, and gibe, and laugh, and flout; 
This among Hibernian afles 
For fheer wit and humour paflcs. 
Thus indulgent Chloe, bit, 
* Swears you hare a world of wit. 



DEATH AND DAPHNE. 
TO AN AGREEABLE YOUNG LADY; 

BUT EXTHEMELY LEAK. 1730. 

TX E ATH went upon a folemn day 
**^ At Pluto's hall his court to pay x 
The phantom, having humbly kift 
His grifly monarch's footy fift, 
Prefented him the weekly bills 
;Of doctors, fevers, plagues, and pills. 
Pluto, obferving fince the peace 
The burial-ankle decrcaje, 
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And, vcxt to foe affairs inifcarry, 
DeclarM in council, Death muft many | 
VowM he no longer could fupport 
Old batchelors about his court % 
The incereft of his realm had need 
That Death fbould get a numerous breed 1 
Young Deathlings, who, by practice nude 
Proficient in their father's trade, 
'With colonies might ftock around 
His large dominions under ground. 

A confult of coquettes below 
"Was calt'd, to rig him out a beau : 
Trom her own head Megaera takes 
A periwig of twitted Shakes ; 
Which in the niceft faihion curl'd 
•(Like tottpets of this upper world), 
With flour of fulphur powderil well, 
That graceful on his ihoulders fell u 
An adder of the fable kind 
•In line direct hung down behind 1 k 

The owl, the raven, and the bar, 
Clubb'd for a feather to his hat % 
His coat, an ufurer'« velvet pall, . 
Bequeath'd to Pluto, corpfe and all. 
But, loth his perfon to expofe 
Base, like a carcafe pickt by crows, 
A lawyer o'er his hands and face 
Stuck artfully a parchment-cafe. 
No new-fluxt rake fhew'd fairer Jkin } 
Nor Phyllis after lying-in. 

Vol. II. 6 ^^ 



With fnaff was fllPd hfe i**mb0* »» ,? ' • •■ j- 
Of mm*bctae* rotted by Ate pot.'* ! » • • • " 
NinefpiritsbfbUQihtttrih^fep* •'* r 

With aconite an&rtfre^ cnopaj 
And give htm ww<fs of-dreadM fiwrtKhy - ' 
G— d<k-n Ms %WW1 and b^and^i! •* 

Ttatt furnimM Wt, fte ftnt his trim j 
To take a houfeih WaVwM-Iime t •'■'••< 
The faculty, his humble ftiendty .-..."■ 

A complimental meflifge ftWh : :::•!.:..£ 

Their proficient In fcarfet goWn * / 

Harangued, and Wetcbitt'd Mm %b forte 

But Death had btffm«rV to ffifyattti) : 
Hit mind was running on his tnirccn. 
And, hearing much of Daphnes ftteev 
<Uhmajtfy*fXinr6trdfont, 
Fine as a cfiolohel of rlteNgtrtrcIs, 
To viiit where Ac fiktt 'at cards : 
She, as he came Into tfce room, 
Thought him Adotds m his 1 Woom. 
And now her heart %lth fl<^ti^jtlfffr|Pl-| 
She fcarce remembers what is tramps ; 
For fuch a inapt of fltits and tone 
Was never fen, excejfc her <fcwn : 
Charm'd with his eyei, and ehin, and fnbut» 
Herpocket-gfaA drewlftly.ctot % 
And grew enamenrVI wJ£i Her phte, 
As juft the counterpart <rf hi*. 
-She darted many a private glance, 
And freely made the ntftadttnee* 
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Wat of her beasty.fpopra fa vm, 

She doubted not tp w^ tk\cj^m. . , 1 

Nothing (He thought could fooner gain him, 

Than with her wit to entertain him. 

She afk'4-aboiK her ttendarbclow $ 

This meagre top, that batter'd beau : 

Whethe/ forie fc^ftftiprfioaflff s> T: '(< ,r "7 

Had got gattaat* aaamg thcrghtrfh * . v ' • 

If Ciee were a fharpcr fiill 

As great as ever acoquadtiife? 

(The ladies there mfcftiflobdsibe rook*, 

For cards, we know, : aYt Jfhitaft books ♦) 

If Florimel had found JWrW, 

For whom fhff hiingd hericlf, *bore-? 

How oft' a week ,wbi kept a hail 

By Proferpine at Phute^Jmll? . . - 

She fancied thefc Btyfr* fate 

Thefwecteft pdart^iBatqiiorsfo*? .;•; ...» ,v. \ 

How pleafant, on the hatka -of Styx* 

To troll it in a coach *i*l fat ! 

What pride a femtie heaitt iwflanle* ! 
How endlefs art arofrifcktofr umi ! 
Ceafc, haughty ftfttofb ; Mw Fattft 4(8lfc* 
Death mud not be. a; fptifcfe 6>r chee t 
For, when by chance ttatfcagpt fttfc . • . 
Upon thy hart We fager 1**J, ' - ,. a .. -■ • 
Thy hand a* Ary aodcoiil *»4«ftd» 1 

His matrimonial 4ffc&fe4f . 
He felt about his Jtttgt.*4a4ftpr 
That quite extinguilh'4 Acid's lam^ ; 
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Away the frighted fpe&re feuds, 
And leaves my lady in the Aids. 

« . * 

D A P H N E, 

T"\APHNE knows, with equal cafe, 
J * - ^ How to vex and' how to pleafc-j 
But the folly of her fox 
Makes her fole delight to Tex. 
Never woman more devis'd ! 

Surer ways to be defpis'd : 
Paradoxes weakly wielding. 
Always conquered, -never yielding. 
To difpute, her chief delight, 
With not one opinion right : 
Thick (her arguments the" lays on, 
And with cavils combats reafbn j 
Anfwers in deciiive way, 
"Kevcr hears what you can fay : 
Still her odd pervevfeaefs (hows 
Chiefly where fhe nothing knows? 
And, where (be is moil familiar, 
Always peevifher and fillier : 
All her fpirits in a flame 
When (he knows fhe 's moft to blame. 

Send me hence ten thoufand miles* 
Prom a face that always fmiles i 
None could ever a& that ptrt, 
But a»PUry in her heart. 
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Ye who hate fuch inconiiftence, 

To be eafy, keep your diftance y 

Or in folly ftill befriend' her, 

But have no concern to mend her- . . A 

Lofe not time to contradict her, 

Nor endeavour to convict her. 

Never take it in your thought, ** 

TKat (he '11 own, or cure a fault. 

Into contradiction warm her, .. 

Then, perhaps, you may reform her : • 

Only take .this rule along, 

Always to advife her wrong ; 

And reprove her when (he *s right ; 

She may then grow wife for fpight. 

No — that fcheme will ne'er fuccecd,. % 

She has better learnt her creed : 
She 's too cunning, and too ikilful,. 
When to yield, and when be wilful.. 
Nature holds her forth two mirrore, 
One for truth, and one for. errors : 
That looks hideous,, fierce,. and frightful; 
This is flattering and delightful : 
That fhe throws away as foul ; 
Sits by tliis, to drefs her foul. 

Thus you have the cafe in view, 
Daphne, 'twixt the Dean and you, 
Heaven forbid he fhould defpifc thee ! 
But will never more advife thee. 
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TH£ PHEASANT AftB TIf fi *,AltJ£. 
A FABLE. BY M. DEL ANY. i 7 ja 

« Tam patien$ uibis, tam fcmgs, ut ^HJiMt fc ? M 

J ?V 

T N ancient times, as bards indite, 
. s (If clerks have connVf tfye records right 1 
A Peacock reign'd, wh'ofe glorious fwav 
^tis fubjecis wfth delight obey : 
His tail was. beauteous to behold, 
Replete with goodly eyes and gold 
(Fair emblem of that Monarch's guife^ 
Whofe train at once is rich and wife). 
And princely ful*d he many regions. 
And ftatefmen wife, and valiant legions. 

A Pheafant Ldrd *, above the reft, 
With every grace and talent bleft, 
Was fent to fway, with all his (kill, 
The fceptre of a' neighbouring hill f. 
No fcience was to him unknown, 
For all the arts were aH his own : 
In all the living learned read, 
Though more delighted with the dead s 
For birds, if* ancient tales fsfy true, 
Had then their Popes and Homers too, 

* Lord Carteret, lord lieutenant of Ireland* 
f Ireiaml. 
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Could read and write in- prole and verity 

And fpeak like **♦, ami build Wee Pe«:ce*L . 

He knew their voices, and their wings* 

Who fmootheft ibai*> who.fweerefl fingp | 

Who toils with ill-ftedg'i pent to climl^ 

And who attain 'd the true fublime • 

Their merits bt could well defcry, 

He had fo exquifite an eye»| . 

And when that faiTd, to fliew them clw* 

He had as exquifuc an ear. 

It chane'd* as on a day he ftray'd* 

Beneath an Academic fha4«, 

He lik'd, amidft a tjioufand throaty 

The wildnefs of * Woodburk's + notes,. 

And fearch'd, and- fpy'd> and feiz'd his game,. 

And took him home, and made him tame j 

Found him on dial tru* and able, 

So cheer'd and fed him at his table* 

Heie fome fhrewd critkk find* I 'm caught 
And cries out, «* Better fed. than tavigbt" — - 
Then jefls on gam and tqm*9 and read* 
And jefts, and fo my tale proceeds- 
Long had he ftudy'd in the. Woo<], 
Converting with the. wife apd goi>d} 
His foul with harmony infpjr'd, 
With love of truth and vijatue fit 'd : 
His Brethren's good and Maker's praifev 
Were all the ftuity.cjf his lays-* 



* A famous modern archheft 
t Dr, Delany. 
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Were all his ftudy in retreat, 

And now employ'd him with the Great; 

Hit friendfhip was the fure refort 

Of all die wretched at the Court ; 

Bat chiefly merit in diftrefs 

Hit greateft blefling was to blefs. — ■ " •' 
This fix'd him in his Patron's bread* 

But fiVd with envy all the reft : 

I mean that noify craving crew, 

Who round the Court inceffant flew, 

And prey'd like rooks, by pairs and dozens, 

To fill the maws of fons and coufins t 

u Unmov'd their heart, and drill'd their blood, 

M To every thought of common good, 

u Confining every hope and care" 

To their own low contracted fphere. 

Thefe ran him down with ceafelefs cry,. 

But found it hard to teH you why, 

Till his own worth and wit fupplyM 

Sufficient matter to deride : 

" Tis Envy's (afcft, fureft rule* 

" To hide her rage in ridicule : 

" The vulgar eye (he bed beguiles, 

« When all her fhakes are deck'd with finite! i* 

Sardonic fmilcs, by rancour rais'd t 

44 Tormented moft when feeming pleas'd I' 9 

Their fpight had more than half expirM, 

Had he not wrote what all admtr'd ; 

What morfels had their malice wanted, 
^ut that he built, and plann'd, and planted ! 
'■' .'-q ^ Kw 
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HbW had his-fenfe and learning grieVd them*. ; 
But that his charity rcliev'd them ! • • 

" At higheft Worth dull Malice reaches,. .. 
* As flugs pollute the faireft peaches :• , " - > • * 
u Envy defames, as harpies vile 
«« Devour the food they flrft defile." ' . I 

Now aflc the fruit of all his favour — *- 
" He was not hitherto a faver" — - 
What then could make their rage run mad £ 
« Why what he %V, not what Kb had.. 

u What tyrant e'er invented ropes,. 
" Or racks, or vods, to puniih hopes f 
" Th' inheritance of Hope and Fame . 
" Is feldom Earthly Wifdom's aim ; 
" Or, if it were, is not fo fmall; 
u But there is room enough for all." 

If he but chance to breathe a fong* 
(He fddonv fang, and never long) 5 
The noify, rude, malignant croud, 
Where is was high, pronoune'd it loud i 
Plain Truth was Pride; and what was fillieiy 
Eafy and Friendly was Familiar. 

Or, if he tun'd his lofty lays, 
With folemn air to Virtue's praift, 
Alike abufive and erroneous, 
They call'd it hoarfe and unharmonious r : 
Yet fo it was to fouls like theirs, 
Tunelefs as Abel to the Bears t • - ' 

A Rook * with harih malignant caw 
Began, was followed by a Dawf 

•Dr. T r. f Right Hon.^V.Tx^gwu 



» SWIFT** FOIMf. 

(Though torn* wh» wonid be 0»ught te knor> 

Are pofitive it was a Cvotv) * 

Jack Daw wat (eeondod by Tk» 

Tom Tit* could writ*, and fo he writ* 

A tribe of nmelefr praters follow* 

The Jay, the Magpie, and the Swallow* 

And twenty more their tteoatt let feojb, 

Down to the witleft wadafcog Goofe 

Some picked at at*, (one flew, feme 6 uttff^ 
Some hkVd, &rnt fertam'd, aad, other* mtiuer'd t 
The Crow, on carrion wont to feoft, 
The Carrion Grow cendemn'd hit taffet 
The Rook in earneft too, not joking* 
Swore ail his ringing was but croaking* 

Some thought 1 they meant to feewthelr wic f 
Might think fo ftill — " bat th* they writ" — 
Could it be fptght or envy > — " Ne .«•**- 
«« Who did no iU> could bare no tod* — 
So Wife Simplicity cftcem'd. 
Quite othcrwife True Wisdom deemed} 
This queftioa rightly undecftood, 

* What more provokes than doing good i 
<* A foul ennobled and renVd 

u Reproaches every ba&r mind t 

* As (brains exalted and melodious 

« Make every meaner mufick odious," — -' 

At length the Nightingale f was heard, 
Tor voice and vvi&aaa long revctfd* 

* D& Sheridan.. t Dun Swift. 

EOccm'd 



PHKASAHY AND. LARS. » * 

Efteem'd of all the wife aad good, 

Tl» Guardian Gcarus of, tht wood * 

ile long in dwbohtcat nstitidf . . 

Yet notofefop'd* but iiwr* adfetVd* 

His brethren's fcrvile fevte dtfaajningfc 

fie UVd indignant aod compWa*ng t 

They now afreih jjroroke .his chokr 

(It (eems the Lark had been hb feholar*. 

A favourite fefaabg al^yriwariain, 

And orV had wakM whole night* tafcear lot) %. 

Eurag'd he canvaflj* the matter^ . 

Exppfes all thcic ieafetefs shatter* 

Shews bupMod tboi&ja fuch a ligkfe 

As more eniame* yet cpwlls\ their ifright*. 

They hear his voice, and. flighted; fly > 

Eor rage had rajs'd k .very higfc . 

Sham'd by the wifdom of- hk Naflta* 

They hide their hcatis* a»4 h^ih shtb throats* 



ANSWER, TOrBIL DBLANX'S FABLEL 

OF THE 

PHEASANT A^RTHSwLARKv. 

T.N ancient, times, the wife were able ; 
** In proper terms to write a fable : , 
Their tales would always juftty fait,* 
The charafters of every brute- . 
The afs was dull, the lion brave,. ^ 
Tjhe (lag was fwift, the fox a ktme* 



T>* 
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The daw a thief, the -ape a droll, ' . !• 
The hound would fcent,, the wolf would piokj: 
A pigeon would, if -ihown by MCop f 
Fly from the. hawk, -or pick his peafe up.. 
Far otherwifc a great • Divine 
Has learnt hii Fables to refine : 
He jumbles men and birds together,. ■ 
As if they all were of a feather s 
You fee him firft the peacock bring,. 
Againft all rules, to be a king ; 
That in his tail he wore his eyes, ; 
By which he grew both rich and wife. 
N*w, pray, obferva the Doctor's choice*, 
A peacock chofc for flight and voice : . 

Did ever mortal fee a peacock 
Attempt a flight above a haycock ? 
And for his iinging, Doctor, you know* . . . 
Himfelf complain'd of it to Juno. 
He fqualls in fuch a hellifh noife, 
It frightens all the village boys. 
This'peacock. kept a ftanding force,. . 
In regiments of foot and horfe j 
Had ftatefmen too of every kind, 
Who waited on his eyes behind 
(And this was thought the higheft poftf 
For, rule the rump, you rule the roaftju 
The doctor names but. one at prefent, 
And he of all birds was a pheafant. 
This pheafant was a man of wit, 
Could read all books were ever writ ; 



JWSWER tOPHEASAN? AKt) LARK, '*•$ 

And 9 when among companions privy, ' 

Could quote you Cicero and Livy. ■■ •••''- 

-Birds, as.he fays, and I allow, ■ ' A 

Were fcholars then, as we are now:; A 

'•Could read all .volumes up to folios,- ' 
And feod> on frscafleee and olios. 
This Pheafcnt, by the Peacock* will, / 

"Was "Viceroy of a neighbouring; hill? ' 
And, as he .watider&in his -Perk, : ' 
He chanced to ipy 4 Clergy Lark pt'- - •< • <* 
Was taken .with his perfoa outward, ■ * . i ,'«* ■' 
So prettily hrpick?d , «a cowk«&~d s . 1>Ij- . • 
Then in a^etthe Pheafant caught kita, •>'' \ 
And in bis palace fed and -taught him. > - 
The moral- of the Tale ispleafant, >' • » : ■;■ 
-Himfelf the lark, -my Lord the pheafaitV - ' 
Alark heis,-tod'facha'iaf& '■■■■■' 
As never oame from Noah's ark r 1 •■ 
And though he had no other notion, ' ' 

3ut building, planning, ant devotion?; 
Though 'tis a maxim you mufr know, 
Who does ndftl, can have no^fbe; 
Yet how fliall I exprefs in words 
The flrange ftupidky of 'birds ? 
"This Lark was hated m the wood, 
Becaufe lie did his brethren good. 
At laft the Nightingale comes in, 
To hold the Dotlorby the chin*: 
We all can find out what he meant, 
The werfr of dilalfcasd Deans: * 



*•* . • .ftW:X * X'* *0* Mfcys; 

Whofc w^*^r<to*iif«$ to***, 7; .« ../ 
And now that fetid JlfXt » g»O0, ■-.■.. :. -,," 
Againft the Court tttl^ayfbWttag, . 
And calls ti» Seni»t-tot»fc a C*bi» * .. 
So dull, thai* tmt^rfptonnullpitet • 
Weii^cr lkouldikttDirthM^i»nW)\tato^ / 

WhothinJtothr^^wo^^tyetajr'iV 
Secaufc himildlf i$ not pf«&rr*<s<t .: '/" •;. '.V 
JBis bean i« tfamgbiia libel ate* ./ 
rNorjcoiild his *»»Hce4p*re the^tged*; S 
•Who, had J* juwwttihtt vile briwrnnufcy 
.Would ne'er bam town hfito-foMeh feraiift. 
^Ajiobl^i^tal^A^b^ldiia^taalo, 
And weH.Arftnto'ibe Mfen'stftfa*** ■ 
»Oh! would ffo/fe^edrigptttftotf 
&efei*«ilK^tfek^iiefioc4 . 
.Our Nightingale #i|?* foaoagr,./ . ; ;.,; 
Thew4et.hin>*i«f, ««*venrW».»ge* - 
Orwould ^^t,i»|etur^44ii4 
This enemy «f bumn-fcutfi! 
Harmonip|^ l Q4wi^A»w|%«<at. ,' 
Thou champion: feff th**o»»p*»w«al* 
Nor on a xhtxxm)jk§ tbirsapiiiei t; . 
For once to wettby pen divm * 
Befbw that Ubdkr » )a&* 
Who daily vend* fcdkiaw tralb J 
Who dares revile 4* fumrt wifcfc«*f 
But in the praift x£ vrnw is dw»t> - 

• L. Allen, the faa»e whoi».fn«a»t.ty Taulua. D. I 
/ 4,f)iiblin Garreteer. 
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AKSW3CR TO FOTASAWT AND LARK. •** 

That Scriblejr Wi* who aeithec Iowa* 
The turn of verfe, nor ftf k *tf p*fc j 
Whofe mattse, fcr tkc wocft* of «ds, 
Would have us lofe «w fiagiifil frie«fe« 
Who never bad *ne public thought* 
Nor ever gar« «be poor a groat. 
One clincher amo/e* and i have dtfte, 
I end my iakottrs -with a pun. 
Jove fend dm Wtghric^tk may ftil» 
Who fpend* hi* 4ay and Jfigfe *» f ^ ? 
•So, Nightingale and Lack, «dat* j 
I fee the gvetteA owis in yftn 
That ever fcreccht, air etterjfattt. 

«N THE lRI&Hw£JLUH. 

VE paultrystinderling* of ^tatf, *. 
■*" Ye fenatorsj who love to pratej 
Ye rafcals of inferior note, 
Who fbr* II tontr fella jvbttTj • r V 

Ye pack of penfio&ary peers, 
"Whofe fingers* iteh ic>t ^oirts* can ; 
Ye biihops ftrirtmovMifrpm JCaifitsj 
Why all thW rage? ^Thy thefe comjplaintr? 
"Why againft printer all this noife ? 
This fummoning of blackguard boys? 
Why fo fagacious in your gueffts ? 
Your, effs and ttts % and *m, and efts t 

^ See a new lbng on -A fcxliuous oaxafVu&V<o\.V ^* v^> 



f#t ~~ 'SWTFT'* POSM1 

Take myadvice } to make youfafc, 
I know a ihorttr way by half. 
The point is plain : remove the caufes 
Defend syour liberties and* laws* - 
Be fometimos to your country true, 
Have once the public good In views 
Bravely detpife Champagne at Court, 
And chufe to dine at home with Port * 
Xet Prelates, -by their good behaviour-, 
-Convince* us they believe a Saviour * 
.- "Nor fell what. they fo dearly bought, 
' This country, now their own, for 1 
1 Ne'er did a true/auric Mufe 
"Virtue or 'Innocence abufe ; 
And 'tis againft poetic rules 
To pail at men by nature foob : 
•But *#*•**»•« 



THE PROGRESS OF MARRIAGE*. 

iPTATIS SUA fifty-two, 
•■"-* A rich Divine * began to woo. 
A handforae, young, irnperious girl, 
Nearly related to an Earl. 
Her. parent? and her friends confentj 
The couple to the temple went : 
They firft invite the Cyprian queen,; 
Twas anfwerM, " She would not be fecn :• 

* ttcdtutnd hero of tiu*po^utw&&wKu < K. 



THft PROGRESS OF MARRIA6F. io* 

The Graces next, anil alt the Mbfes,. 
Were bid in form, but feht excujc*, 
Juno attended, at the porch, 
With farthing-candle for a torch i . 
While miflrefs Iris held her train t - 
The faded bow diftjlling rain. 
Then Hebe came, and took her place, 
But fliew'd no more than half her face. 

Whate'er thofe dire forebodings meant* 
In mirth the wedding-tfay was fpent y 
The wedding-day, you take me right, 
I promife nothing for the night. 
The Bridegroom, dreft unmake a figur\ 
AfTumes an artificial vigour j 
A flouriflit night-cap on,' to grace 
His ruddy, wrinkled, frflilirig face.} 
Like the fainf red upon a pippin, 
Half wither'd by a winter's keeping. 

And thus fet out this hnppy pair, 
The Swnin is rich, the Nymph is fair ; 
But, what I gladly would forget, 
The Swain is old, the Nymph coquette. 
Both from the goal together ilart ; 
Scarce runa ftep before they part ; 
No common ligament that binds 
The various textures of their minds; 
Their thoughts^and actions, hopes and fears, 
Lcfs correfponding than their years. 
Her fpoufc defires his coffee foon, 
She rifes to her tea at noon. 
• Vol. JL P \WCxV 



tip SWIFTS POEMS, 

Wlule he goes out to cheapen boo{cs, 
She at the glafs confults her looks 5 
While Betty 's buzzing in her ear, 
Lord, what a drefs thefc paribus wear V 
So odd a choice how could (he make ! 
WiuVd him a colonel for her fake. 
Then, on her fingers ends, (he cointfe 
Exa&, to what his age amounts. 
The Dean, ihe heard her uncle (ay, 
Is fixty', if he be a day ; 
His ruddy cheeks are no difguifes 
You fee the crows-feet round hit eyw. 

At one (he rambles to the (hops, 
To cheapen tea, and talk with fbps; 
Or calls a council of her maids, 
And tradefmen, to compare brocades. 
Her weighty morning-bu(inefs o'er, 
Sits, down to dinner juft at four i 
Minds nothing that is done or faid, 
Her evening-work fo fills her head. 
The Dean, who us*d to dine at one, 
Is maukifi), and his ftomach gone; 
In thread-bare gown, would fcarcc a loufe hold. 
Looks like the chaplain of his houuold ; 
Beholds her, from the chaplain's place, 
In French brocades, and Flanders lace ; 
He wonders what employs her brain, 
But never alks, or afts, in vainj 
His mind is full of other cares, 
And, in the fneaking paripn'| tjtrt, 

5. Co/aD*fe# # 



THE ?ROC*ESS OF MARRIAGE, zu 

-Computes, thit half a pariih Auet 
Will hardly find his wife in foot*. 

Canft thou imagine, dull Divine, 
"Twill gain her love, to make her fine? 
Hath fhe no other wants befide? ' 
You raife defire as well as pride ; 
Enticing coxcombs to adore, 
And teach her to defptfe thee more. 

If in her coach flic U condefcead 
To place him at the hinder end, 
Her hoop is hoift above his nofe, 
His odious gown would foil her cloaths, 
And drops him at the church, to pray. 
While &e drives on to fee the play* 
He, like an orderly Divine, 
Comes home a quarter after nine* 
And meets her hafting to the ball : 
Her chairmen pufh him from the walL 
He enters in, and walks up flairs, 
And calls the family to prayers ; 
Then goes alone to take his reft 
In bed, where he can fpare her befc 
At five the footmen make a din, 
Her Ladylhip is juft come in ; 
The mafquerade began at two. 
She ftole away with much ado % 
And fhall be chid this afternoon, 
For leaving company to foon : 
She '11 fay, and fhe may truly fay 't, 
She can't abide to (lay out latej 



in SWIFTS I.OBM.&; 

But now, though fcarce-a twelvemonth marryVf, 
Poor Lady Jane has thrice mifcarry'd : 
The caufc, alas, is quickly gueft; 
The town has whifper/d round the jeft. 
Think on fame remedy in rime,. 
You find his Reverence pan his prime, 
Already dwindled to a lath ; 
No other way but try the Bath. 

For Venus, rifing from the ocean, 
Infus'd a flrong prolific potion, 
That mix'd with Aclielous' fpring, 
The horned flood, as poets fmg, 
Who, with an Englifh beauty.'fmitten, 
Han under-ground from Greece to Britain j 
The genial virtue with liim brought, 
And gave the Nymph a plenteous draught; 
Then fled, and left his horn behind, 
For hufbands paft their youth, to find ; 
The Nyinph, who ftill with pa (Hon burn'd, 
Was to a boiling fountain turn'd, 
Where childlefs wives croud every morn, 
To drink in Achelous' horn. 
And here the father often' gains 
That title by another's "pains* v 

Hither, though much a gain ft the grain, 
The Dean has carry'd Lady Jane. 
He, for a while, would' not confent, 
fiut vow'd his money all was fpent : 
His money fpent I a clownifli rcafon I 
And mud my Lady flip her fcafon ? 

TW. 



THE PROG&ESS (* MARRIAGE. 1 1 j 
The Do&or, with a double fee, 
Was brib'd to make the Dean agree. 

Here all diverfions of the place 
Are proper in my Lady's cafe : 
"With which lhe patiently complies, 
Merely becaufe her friends advife ; 
His money and her time employs 
In mufick, raffling-rooms, and toys j 
Or in the Crofs-bath feeks an heir, 
Since others oft' have found one there s 
Where if the Dean by chance appears, 
It fhanaes his caflbek and his years. 
He keeps his diftance in the gallery, , ': 

Till banifli'd by fome coxcomb's raillery 5 . 
For 'twould his character expofe 
To bathe among the belles and beaux, 
t So have I feen, within a pen, . » 

Young ducklings fofter'd by a hen 1 ' * 

But, when let out, they run and muddle,. ; 

A* inftinft leads them, in a puddle 1 
The fober hen, not horn to fwim, 
With mournful note cluck* round the brtm r ■ 

The Dean, with all his belt endeavour, 
Gets not an heir, hut gets a fever. » ■' . ' I 

A victim to the laft eflays 
Of vigour in declining days, . . 

He dies, and leayes his mourning mate 
(What could lie lefs ?) his whole eftate. 

The widow goes through all her formg 1 . 

New 4o vers now will come in fwarm*. 



4i 4 $WI*T'S POEMS. 

Oh, may I fee her (boa difpenfing 
Her favours to fome broken eafign ! 
Him let her marry, for his face, 
And only coat of tanu&'d tae,*. 
To turn her naked out of door*, 
And fpend her jointure, on Ws whores;. 
But, for a parting prefent* leave hex 
A rooted pox to laft for ever I 

AN EXCELLENT NEW BALLAD * 

O* THB 

TRUE ENGLISH DEAN* 

TO BE BANGED FOR A RAPE* 1730, 
L 

OUR brethren of England, who love us fe dear* 
And in all they, do for us fo kindly do mean, 
-(A bleffing upon. them.!) have fent us this year 

For the good o£ our church, a true Ehgtiih Dec*. 
A holier pried ne'er was wrapt up in crape, 
The worft you can fay, ho committed a rape 

IL 

In his journey to Dublin, he lighted at Chefter, 
And there he grew fond of another man's wife j 

Burft into her chamber, and would have careft'd her* 
But roe valued her honour much more than her life* 

She buftled and ftruggled, and made her efcape 

To a room full of guefts, for fear of a rape. 

* Sawbridge, Dcaa cfBttwi. ^» 



THE T*VE ENGLISH DEAN. *i$ 

IXT. 

The Bfeari he pufftied, to recover his game j 
And now to attack her again he prepares : 

But tfter company flood in .defence of the dame, 

They etfdgePd, and' cuft him, and kick'd him dowa 
flair*. 

His Deanfhip was now in a damnable fcrape, 

And this was no time for committing a rape* 

rv. 

To Dublin he comes, to the bagnio he goes', 
And orders the 1 landlord to bring him a whore j 

Nb fcrajUe came do him his gown to expofe, 
Twas what all his life he had pra&s'd before. 

He had made himfelf drunk with the juice of the grape, 

And got a good clap, but committed no rape* 

ir. 

The Dean, and hit landlord a jolly comrade, 
iefolv'd for a fortnight to fwim in delight i 

For why* they had both been brought up to the tnufe 
Of drinking all day. and of whoring all night* 

Hit landlord waa ready his freanfhip to ape 

la every debauch but committing a rape. 

Vi. 

Tins Prbtcftant zealot, tnis-Eogliih divine, 
In church and in ftate was of principles found ; 

Was tsuer than Steele to the Hanover line, 

And griev'd that a Tory mould live above ground* 

Shall a fubjctf fo loyal be hangM by the nape, 

For no c^er crime but committing a rap* * 

P 4 N\V^ 



a»6 SWIFT'S PJOEMS. 

va 

By old Popifli canons, as wife men have penn'd 'cm, •• 
Each prieft had a concubine, jure ecckfia ; 

Who M be pean of Femes without a commendam? 
And precedents we can produce, if it pleafe ye < 

Then why fhould the Dean, when whores are £o cheap* 

Be put to the peril and toil of a rape ? 

VIII. 

If fortune fiioold pleafe but to take fuch a crotchet 
(To thee I apply, great Smcdlcy's. fucceflbr) 

To give thee la*wn Jleeves, a mitre, and rqebet, 

Whom would ft thou refemble ? I leave thee agucflcr. 

But I only behold thee in Athp'rtop'a * fliape, 

Voxfodtfmy hang'd ; as tl\ou for a rape. 

"■ "*' " IX. 

Ah ! dofi thou not envy the brave colonel Chartrcs, 

Condcmn'd for thy crime at threefcore-and-ten ? 
To hang him, all England woutcflend him their garters, 

Yet lie lives, and is ready to ravifl) again. 
Then throttle thyfelf with an ell of ftrong tapc t 
For thou haft not a groat to atone for a rape. 

X ' -■ 

The Dean he was vex'd "that .his whores were fo willing; 

He long'd for a girl that would ftruggle and fquallj 
He ravifiVd her fairly, and fav'd a 'good flailing;: 

But here was to pay the devil and all. 
His trouble and forrows now come in a heap, 
Wnd hang'd he muft be for comrhi.mng a rape* . 

•A bifttbp of Waterford, of infamous character, N, 



THE TRUE ENGLISH DEAN. « 7 . 

XI. 

If maidens arc ravifh'd, it is their own choice s 
Why are they fo wilful to ftruggle with men? 

If they would but lie quiet, and ftifle their voice, 
No Devil nor Defrft could raviih diem then. . 

Nor would there be, need of a ftrong hempen cape 

Ty'd round the, Dean's neck for committing a rape* 

XII. 

Our Church and oar State dear England maintains, 
For which all true Proteftant hearts lhould be glad t 

She fends us our Bifhops and Judges and Deans ; 
And better would give us, if-better ihe had. 

But, lord ! how the rabble will 'flare and will gape, 

When the good Englifli Dean is hangM up for a rape I 



ON STEPHEN DU € K, 
THE THRESHER AND FAVOURITE POET* 

A QJUIB6LING EPIGRAM.' 1730. 

:! r -ii i ■ . ■ j* 

*T*HE thrcflier Duck could o'er the Queen prevail^ 
A The proverb fays, no fence againft afi&iL 
From tbrejbiug corn he. turns po tbreft his brains * 
For which her Majefty allovvs him graijt*. 
Though 'tis confeft, that thofe, who ever faw 
His poems, think. them, all hot" worth ijlrawl 

Thrice haf>py Duck; employM in thrcQdng JfubMi I 
Thy toil is lcllcn'd, and thy profits double. 



2 ft -wtft't Sottas. 



THE tMPtS DftE&SING-ftOOM. 1736, 

FIVBbaure (atodwlfeeawd*itfefrm>) 

T)» Gddde* torn fee* ehamfter Mh*, 

Array'd in lace, brocades^ and tiffues. 

Strephony wko found the roan? was toieV 
.And Batty otherwuc employ'd* 

Stole in* and took a ftri& furvcy 

Of all the litter as it lay : 

Whereof,- to make the matter deac, 
. An imuutoy follows hen. 

And» firft, a dirty fmock appeared, 

Beneath the arm-pits well befmearM ; 

StteyboBy the/ioguej difpUyM it? wide* 

And turn'd it round on every fide * 
•'frfoeha ca4, Ifew words txtb&t 

And Strephon bids us guefs the red 1 . 

But {Wears, How damnably the men lie 

In calling Caelia fwect and cleanly. 
Now ltfteri, while he next produces 

The ¥010128 combs for various ufes y 

FiUM-up with ditt fb dofcly fixt, 

No brulh could force a way, betwixt 1 

A pafte of compofition rare, 

Sweat, dandiiff, powder, lead, and hair, 

A forcltead^clbth with oil upon 't, 
< To fmootn the wrinkles on her front: 



TH^LtABYS DRB$SING*0OM. it* 

Here alum-flewer* to> flop tfte Aeam* 

Exhal'd from four vntanrory ft*a«w ^ 

There night-gjbm ittadaofiT^fcy's Mdev 

Bequeathe by Tripfey whem Aw dted ,< 

With puppjMwater,. beaacy* helpy 

Diftill'd from Tripfey 4 * dadmy whtty. 

Here galley-pott and *isos: plae'dy 

Some fill'd wt&wa&ety fome wia ptite; 

Some with pomatums* pent** sndftps. 

And ointmcat* geod fer fcabfty chops, 

Hard-by a filthy • bafeti ftaiwfe, 

foul'd with the foeuring of her- h*ndt; 

The bafon take* wtmcter 1 comes', 

The fcrapia^ from- her teeth weA gVUNfe 

A nafty compacted 1 of aff hue*, 

For here me fpits, and hetcfite ipoer. 

But, oh! it^imMpe^rSwep^^btfweltV 
When he beheld and fine* the toweh, 
Begumm'd, .bemawcr'd; and beJfim'd* 
With dirt, andfweat, and* ca r tway gri m **? j 
No object Strcphon's eye efeape* ; 
Here petticoats in frowzy- heap** 
Nor be the batidfeerclkiefVfbrfOt^ 
All varnifhVt o'er wkK (huff 1 audi %*„ 
The ftockmgs; why fhoaM Pexpdfcfc 
Stain'd with the motftur* efher toetfj 
Or greafy coifs* or pinner* reeking, 
Which Caelia flep* at lead? a week iaf 
A pair of tweezers next he-found 1 , 
To pluck her brown in arches round* r 
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Or hairs that fink the forehead low, 
Or on tar chin like brittle* grew. 

The virtues wtfimift not let pals 
Of Caelia's nigmfying-glafs ; 
When frighted Strephon cafthiseye on 't, 
It Oiew'd the vifage of a giant t 
A glafs that can to light difclofe 
The fmaUeft worm in Cilia's no/e, . 
And faithfully «U>& her nail 
To fqaeeze it put from head to tail t 
For, catch it nicely, by the head, 
It mud come out, alive or dead. 

Why, Strephon, will you teil the reft? 
And mud you needs defcribc the cheiU 
That carelefs weneh.l no creature warn her 
To move it out from yonder corner ! 
But leave it (landing full in fight, 
For you to exercife your fpite ? 
In vain the workman Ihew'd his wit, 
With rings and hinges counterfeit, 
To make it feem in this difguife 
A cabinet to vulgar eyes, 
Which Strephon ventured to look in, 
Refolv'd to go through tb'uh and tbim. 
He lifts the lid : there needs no more, 
He fmelt it all the time before* 

As, from within Pandora's box, 
When Epimetheus op'd the locks, 
A fudden univerfal crew 
Of human cyi\i upward flew, 
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He (till was /comforted to find 

That hope at l*ft remain'd behind * 

So Strephon, lifting up the Hd, 

To view what in; the cheft.was bid, ' : ' , ■ 

The vapours €ew from out the vent ? . 

But Strephon, cautious, never meant ' 

The bottom of the pan to grope, 

And foul his hands in fearch of bape, 

O ! ne'er may fuch a vile machine 
Be once in Caelia's. chamber feen I ■ 
O ! may (he better learn to keep 
Thofe fecrets oftht boary deep * /. 

As mutton-cutlets, \ prime of menu 
Which, though with art. you fate and bcat^ 
As laws of cookery require, 
And roaft them at the cleareft fire» 
If from adown the hopeful chops - 
The fat upon a cinder drops, 
To IHnking fmnke ir turns the flame, 
Foifoning the flefh from whence it came, 
And up exhales a greafy ftench, 
For which you curfe the carelefs wench t 
So things which mud not be expreft, 
When plwmpt into die reeking cheft, 
Send up an excrementai fmell 
To taint the parts from whence they fell t 
The petticoats and gown perfume, 
And waft a {link round every room. 

* Milton, i Prima \vronarau 
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Thus fimfhing Ins grand forveyt 
The fwaindifgun^tmiafc away f . 
Repeating in hisamuaoug fits, 
"Oh! Cadia,€ama,CiBlaaV*.r 
But Vengeance* goddsts never Beeping, 
Soon puniaVd Strephou cor his peeping* 
His fool imagbanm Make 
Each dime Is* feet with tU her sanies* 
And, if unfimrjr odours iy, 
Concerns a lady Handing by; 
All women his defcription fits, 
And both ideas jump Hke wktt 
By vicious fancy coupled £*% 
And Bill a u pcariifg in tttirmfL 

I pity wretched Soepnon, blind 
To all the charms of mosnan-kindL 
Should I the Queen of Lore refuse, 
Becaufe Ac rofe from Junking ooze > 
To him that leeks behind the fcene, 
Statira f % but fame pocky quean. 

When Cadia all her glory (hows. 
If Scrcphan would but ftop his aofc, 
Who now £> knpkrafly blafphemes 
Her ointments, daubs, and paints, and creams* 
Her wames, flops, and every clout, 
With which he makes £> foul a nout t 
He foon would learn to think like me, 
And blefs his raviih'd eyes to fee 
Such order from confuiion fprung, 
Such g*uty ttrfip rais'd from dung. 
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THE POWPR OF TIME.17J* 

IF neither brafs nor marble can wirhftand 
The mortal force of Time's defhru&i? c hand j 
If mountains fink to rales, if chies die, 
<And lcflening riven mourn their fbnntains dry t 
When my old caflbck (faid a WeMi dirtne) 
Is out at elbows ; why mould I repine f 

ON MR. PULTENEY'S 
fcEING PUT OVT OF THE COUNCIL 17*1. 
O IR Robert, wearyM by Will Puhtney's ttacings* 
^ Who interrupted him in all his leafing*, 
Refolv'd that Will and he mould meet no more : 
Full in his face Bob fhuts the council-door j 
Kor lets him fit as jufHce on the bench, 
To punifh thieves, or lafh a fuburb-wench* 
Yet (till Sc Stephen's chapel open lies 
For Will to enter.— What mall I adrife ? 
Ev*n quit the House, for thou too long htft fat in % 
Produce at laft thy dormant ducal patent ; 
There, near thy matter's throne in (helter plac'd, 
Let Will unheard by thee his thunder wafc. 
Yet dill I fear your work is done but half t 
For, while he keeps his pen, you are notfafe. 

Hear an old fable, and a dull one too* 
It bears a moral, when apply*d so you, 

A hare h*4 tag efcap'd pux&ing hounds 
By often ihifting into diftant grounds* 
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Till, finding all his artifices vain, 
To five bis life he leap'd into the main. 
But there, alas I he could no fafety find, * 
A pack of dog-fijb bad him in the wind. 
He fcours away; and, to avoid the foe, 
Defcends for flicker to the Jhades below : 
There Cerberus lay watching in his den 
(He had not fcen a hare the lord knows when). 
Ont boune'd the maftiff of the triple head ; 
Away the hare with double fwiftnefs fled; 
Hunted from earth, and fea, and hell, he flics 
(Fear lent him wings) for fafety to the ikies. 
How was the fearful animal di ft reft I 
Behold a foe more fierce than all the reft s 
£irius, the fwiftcft of the heavfcnly pack, 
Fail'd but an inch to feize him by the back. 
He fled to earth, but fir ft it coft him dear : 
He left his fcut behind, and half an ear. 

Thus was the hare purfued, though free from guilt \ ■ 
Thus, Bob, (halt thou be maul'd, fly where ihou wilr. 
Then, honed Robin, of rhy corpfe beware , 
Tnou art not half fo nimble as a hare : 
Too ponderous it, thy bulk to mount the iky ; 
Nor can you go to hell, before you die. 
So keen thy hunters, and thy font fo ftrong, 
Thy turns and doublings cannot fave thee lu:ig ". 

* This hunting ended in the promotion both of Will 
and Bob. Bob was no longer firft minifter, but earl of 
Orford; and Will was no longer his opponent, bur 
CMrlofBath. 11. 



EPITAPH 

OH'' " 

FREDERICK DUKE OF SCHOMBERG*. 

Hie infra fitum eft corpus 
FREDERICI DUCIS DE SCHOMBERG, 

ad BUDIND AM occifi, A. D. 1690. . 

DECANUS et CAPITULUM maximopert trial* 

atque etiam petierunt, 

Ut HAR5DE3 ducis monumcDtum 

In memoriam parentis erigendum curarcnt> 

Sed poftquam per epiftolas, per amkos, 

diu ac faepe orando nil profecere $ 

Hunc demum lapidecn ipfi ftatuerunt, 

f Saltern ut fcias, hofpes, 

Ub'mam terrarum SCONBERGENSES cineret 

delitcfcunt. 

" Plus potuit fama virrutis apud alieaos, 

" Quam fanguinis proximitas apud Cum.'' 

A. D. 1731. 

* The duke was unhappily killed, in cronlng tin 
river Boyne, July 1, 1690; and was buried in St. 
Patrick's cathedral; where the dean and chapter 
creeled a fmall monument to his honour, at their own 
expence. 

t The words that Dr. Swift firft concluded the tpK 
taph with 9 were " Saltern utfeiat viator imftgnabuoduSf 
* quali in cellula tanti du&oris cincro delitefcunt." 

V01.IL Q^ CK^\W\ 
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CAS8INUS AND PETER. 

/ A TRAGICAL ELEGY. 1731. 

HP WO college fophs of Cambridge growth, 
•*• Both fpecial wits, and lovers both, 
Conferring as 7 they us*d to meet 
Oh lore, fend books, in rapture fweet 
(Mufe, find' me names to fit my metre, 
CafiiJftis this, and t* Other Peter) ; 
friend Peter to CaiEnus goes, 
To ehat a Awhile, afnd warm his noTe t 
But fuch a .fight was never feen, 
The. ltd lay fwallow'd up in fpleen. 
He feem'd as juft crept out, of bed ; 
One frreafy flocking. round his head, 
The other he fat down to. darn 
Withthreads of differcnt-eplour'd yarn ; 
His bwecbes torn expofing wide 
A ragged (hirt and tawny bide. 
Seorcb'd wese his- (bins, his legs were base, 
But well embrown/d \*ith'dirt and hair.' 
A rug was o'er hi moulders thrown ' 
(A rug ; fpr nightgown he had none)* 
His Jordan flood in manner fitting 
fetween- his legs -to. Jpew or,fpit.in ; 
His ancient pipe, in fable dy'd, 
And half nnfmok'd, lay by his fide* 

■ /: ' .:-••■ Him 
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Him thus accoutred Peter found, 
"With eyes in fmejee and Weeping drown'd $ 
The leavings of his laft night's pot 
On embers plac'd, to drink it hot. 

Why, Cafly, them wilt doze thy pate : 
What makes' thee lie a-bed folate ? 
"The finch, the linnet, and die thrush, 
Their martins chant In every bufhi 
And I have heard thee oft' falute 
Aurora with thy early flute. 
Heaven fend thou haft not got the hyps t 
How I not a word come from thy lips f 

Then gave him fome familiar thumps 1 
A college-joke, to cure? the dumps. 

The fwain at laft, with grief oppreft, 
Cry'd, Caelia! thrice, and tigliM tte reft* 

Dear Cafly, though to aft I dread/' 
Yet afk I muft. ! Is Cariiadead f 

How happy 1, wete that the worft I 
But I was fated to be curft. 

Come, tell us, has (he play'd the whore ? 

Oh," Peter, would it were' no more f " 

Why, plague confound, her Tandy locks 1 
Say, has the (mall or greater pox 
Sunk down her riofe,* or feam'd her face ? 
Be eafy, 'tis a common cafe. ' 

Oh, Peterl beauty's tut a varnira, 
Which time and accidents will tajfnifh : 
But C«Ua has contnv'd to blaft 
Thofe beauties thtt'inight ever laft. 
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Nor can imagination guefs, 
Nor eloquence divine exprefs, 
How that ungrateful charming maid 
My pureft paftion has be tray 'd. 
Conceive the moft in venom 'd dart 
Torjierce an injur'd lover's heart. 

Why, hang her; though (he feem fo coy, 
I know (he loves the barber's boy. 

Friend Peter, this I could excufcj 
For every nymph has leave to chufc j 
Nor have I reafon to complain, 
She loves a more deferving Twain. 
But, oh I how ill haft thou divin'd 
A crime, that (hocks all human-kind j 
A deed unknown to female race, 
At which the fun (hould hide his face : 
Advice in vain you would apply- 
Then leave me to defpair and die* 
Ye kind Arcadians, on my urn 
Thefc elegies and fonnets burn j 
An<J on the marble grave thefe rhymes, 
A monument to after- times : 
« Here Cifly lies, by Caelia (lain, 
" And dying never told his pain. 1 ' 

Vain empty world, farewell. But hark, 
The loud Cerberian triple bark. 
And there— behold Ale&o (land, 
A whip of fcorpions in her hand. 
Lo, Charon from his leaky wherry 
Beckoning to waft me o'er the ferry. 
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I come, I come, Medufa ! fee, 
Her ferpents bifs direct at me. 
Begone ; unhand me, hellith fry : 
u * Avaunt-^yc cannot fay 'tis I." 

Dear Catty, thou mud purge and bleed 5 
I fear thou wilt be mad indeed. 
But now, by friendfhip's facred laws, 
I here conjure thee, tell the caufe ; 
And Carta's horrid fad relate : 
Thy friend would gladly, fhare thy fate 

To force it out, my heart mud rend : 
Yet when conjurM by fuch a friend- 
Think, Peter, how my fpul is rackt ! 
Thefe eyes, thefe eyes, beheld the' fac*t. . * 

Now bend thine ear, fince out it mud; 
But, when thou feed me laid in dud, 
The fecret thou (halt ne'er impart, ] 
Not to the nymph that keeps thy heart ; v ^' 
(How would her virgin foul bemoan ".'. J ' 
A crime to all her fex unknown !) r ' " 

Nor whifper to the tattling reeds , -/*£""♦ 
The blacked of all female deed's j '" * 

Nor blab it on the lonely rocks, " * 

Where Echo (its, and Hdening mocks ; 
Nor let the Zephyrs* treacherous gale 
Through Cambridge waft the direful tale ; 
N01 to the chattering feather'd race 
Difcovcr Cxlia's foul difgrace. 

•See Macbeth. 

<^3 "**K 



Bur, if you fail, my fpeAre djfead, f 

Attending 1 nightly round your bed r 

And yet I dare confide in jrdii : 

So take; ray fecret, and adieu! 

Nor wonder how I loft my witi r 

Oh ! Cariia, Cadfe, Caelia ih— t 

A BEAUTIFUL FOUNG NYMPEF 
GOING TO BED. 

WRITTEN FOR THE HONQP* OF THJI UU >f ^ 

l^tORmNA, pride of Ifrury-lanG, ^.„ ". 
^-^ For whom no fhepherd {jgHs in vauy;, 
Never did Cq vent-garden boart , . 

So bright a battcr'd ft ml ting tbaft ! . . 

No drunken rake to pick her, up ; 
No cellar, where on tick 10 Aipj 
.RL-mrnjni; at ine midnight hour, 
pour ftorics climbing to her bower ? 
Then, fcatcd on a threerlegg'd chairy 
T ake 5 o fF h c r a l ti h ci al h air. 
Now picking out a cryftal eye, 
She wipes it clean, and Tays it by..' 
Her eye-brows from a moufe's hufe 
Stuck on with art on either fide. 
Fulls off with care, and firft delays 'cni^ 
Then in a play-book fmoothly lays 'eni. 
Now dextroufly her plumper* draws, 
That fejyc to fill hep hoWp* )vn*. 



a n ymph;gtoing. t;o: bed. *$« 

Untwifts a wire, and from, her gums 

A fet of teeth completely comes. 

Pulls out the rags contrived to prop 

Her flabby dugs, and down they, drop* > 

Proceeding; on, the lovely Goddefs 

Unlaces next her deel-ribb*d bodice* 

Which, by the operator's ikill, 

Prefs down the lumps, the hollows fill. 

Up goes her hand, and off ihe flips 

The holders that ffcppiy her hipsu 

With gentled touch fee next explores 

Her fhankres, hTues, running fores j 

Effects of many a fad difaftcr^ . 

And then to each applies a;plalfter ** 

But mud, before ihe goes to bed, 

Rub off the daubs of white and red,. 

And fniooth the furrows in her front 

With greafy paper ftuckupon't. 

She takes a bolus ere* ihe deeps ; 

And then between two blankets creeps* 

With pains of love tormented lies; • • -V- 

Qr, if (he chance to dofe her eyes, 

Of Bridewell and the Compter dreamiy- -\ 

And feels the laih, and faintly fcreams^ 

Or, by a fakhkfs bully drawn,. 

Ap fom$ hedge-tavern lies- in pawn* 

Or to Jamaica feems tranfported 

Alone, and by no planter courted $ 

Or, near Fleet-ditch's oozy brinks* 

Surrounded with a- hundred dinks, 

C^4 ^^Ksfc* 
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Belated, feems on watch to lie, 
And fnap fomc cully pafling by ; 
Or, ftruck with fear, her fancy runs 
On watchmen, eonftables, and duns, 
From whom (he meets with frequent rubs | 
But never from religious clubs, 
Whofe favour flic is fure to find, 
Becaufe fhe pays them all in kind. 

Corinna wakes. A dreadful fight I 
Behold the ruins of the night ! 
A wicked mt her plaifter ftole, 
Half ear, and dragg'd it to. his hole. 
The cryftal eye, alas ! was mifs'd j 
And pufs had on her plumpers p— fe'd. 
A pigeon pick'd her iftue-peas : 
And Shock her treiTes fill'd with fleas. 

The nymph, though in this mangled plight, 
Muft every morn her limbs unite. 
But how fhall I defcribe her arts 
To recoiled the fcatter'd parts ? 
Or (hew the anguifh, toil, and pain. 
Of gathering up herfelf again ? 
The bafhful Mufe will never bear 
In fuch ajcene to interfere. 
Corinna, in the morning dizen'd, 
Who fees, will fpuej who fmclls, be poifbnVL, 
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/^\F Chloe all the town has rung, 

^^ By every fae of poets fung : 

So beautiful a nymph appears 

But once in twenty thoufand years j ' 

By Nature form'd with niceft care, 

And faultlefs to a (ingle hair. 

Her graceful mien, her (hape, and face, 

Confefs'd her of no mortal race: 

And then fo nice, and fo genteel $ 

Such cleanlinefs from head to heel : 

No humours grofs, or frowzy fleams, 

No noifome whiffs, or fweaty dreams, 

Before, behind, above, below, 

Could from her taintlefs body flow : 

Would fo difcreetly things difpofe, 

None ever faw her pluck a rofc. 

Her deareft comrades never caught her 

Squat on her hams, to make maid's water t 

You 'd fwear that fo divine a creature 

Felt no neceflities of nature. 

In fummer had (he walk'd the town, 

Her arm-pits would not (lain her gown : 

At country-dances not a nofe 

Could in the dog-days fmell her toes. 

Her milk-white hands, both palms and backs, 

like ivory dry, and foft as wax. 
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Her hands, the fofteft ever felt, 
Though cold would burn, though (fry woultf mejfc 
- I)eaJr Venus', hide this wondrous maid, * 
Nor let her loofe to fpoil your trade. 
While (he ingrofles every fwain, ' 

You but o'er half the world can reign. 
Think what a cafe all men are now in, 
What ogling, fighing, loading, vowing t 
What powder'd wigs.! what flame.* and darts.! 
What hampers- full of bleeding hearts T, 
What fword-knots f what poetic fljralns r 
What billet-doux, find, clouded canes { 

But Strcphon figh'd fo loud and Arongy 
He blew a fettlenient along; 
And bravely drove his rivals down ,. 
With coach and frx, and houfe in town. 
The bafliful nympn. no, more withftands* 
Becaufe her dear papa commands. 
The charming couple now unites : 
Proceed we to the marriage-rites. 
Imprimis, at the temple-porch 
Stood Hymen with a Naming torch r . 
The fmiling Cyprian Goddefs brings 
Her infant-loves with purple wings r 
And pigeons billing, fparrows treading^ 
Fair emblems of a fruitful wedding* 
The Mufes next in order follow, 
Conducted by their fquire, Apollo t 
Then Mercury with' fiiver tongue j 
And Hebe, goddefs ever vov »g. 

5 *£**&, 
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Behold, the bridegroom and his. bride 

Walk hand in hand, and fide by fide ; * 

She by the tender Graces dreft, ' 

But he by Mars, in fcarict ¥eft. 

The nymph was covered with httfikmkMt^. 

And Phoebus fung tV ipitbakudum 

And lad,, to make the matter fure, . 

Dame Juno brought a prieft demure* j 

Luna was abfent, on pretence 

Her time was not till nine months hence.. • 

The rites peifanri'd* the period paid*. > . 
Bi ftate return'd ffce grand ptftfd*; . , > 

With loud huazafe from/ all fthe boys, 
That now the $*ir mult «W/t tbtrrjxry**. 

But dill the hardeft pert remains t \ 

Strephon had long perplexed his brains*. 
How with fo high a* nymph he might 
Demean himftlf the wedding-night : v 

For, as he viewed his perfba rounds- 
Mere mortal flcfli was all he.fbund :.- 
His hand, his neck, his mouthy and fce% 
Were duly wanVd", tokeepthemiweet 
(With other pasts* that fhall benamclefr, 
The ladies elfe might think me fhitnelcf*);- 
The weather and his love were hot 1 
And, mould he ftruggle, I know what— 
Why, let it go, i£ I muftltell it~ 
He '11 fweat, and then the nymph may fmelttrj: 
While fhc, a goddef* dy'd in grain** 
Was unfufcepttblb of (tain. 
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And, Venua-like, her fragrant fkin 
Exhal'd ambrojia from within. 
Can fuch a deity endure 
A mortal human touch impure ? 
How did the humbled fwain deteft 
His prickly beard, and hairy bread \ 
His night -cap, border'd round with lace, 
Could give no foftnefs to his face. 

Yet, if the Goddefs could be kind, 
What endlefs raptures mud he find J 
And Goddefles have now and then 
Come down to vifk mortal menj • 
To viiit and to court them too : 
A certain Goddefs, God- knows who, 
(As in a book he heard it read) 
Took Colanel Peleus to her bed. 
But what if he fhould lofe his life 
By venturing on his heavenly wife > 
(For Strephon could remember well, 
Thar once he heard a fchool-boy tell, 
How Semele of mortal race 
By thunder died in Jove's embrace.) 
And what if daring Strephon dies 
By lightning {hot from Chloe's eyes ? 

While thefe reflections fill'd his head, 
The bride was put in form to bed : 
He follow'd, ftript, and in he crept, 
But awfully his diftance kept. 

Now fonder, <umU, jt parents d$mr % 
Porbid your daughters guzzling bter f 
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And make them every afternoon 

Forbear their tea, or drink it foon ; 

That, ere to bed they venture up, 

They may difcharge it every Cup ; 

If not, they mufl in evil plight 

Ba often fore'd to rife at night. 

Keep them to wholefome food connVd, 

Nor let them tafte what caufes wind i 

('Tis this the fage of Samos means. 

Forbidding his difciples beans.) 

O ! think what evils muft enfue ; 

Mifs Moll the jade will burn it blue x 

And, when fhe once has got the art, 

She cannot help it for her heart; 

But out it flies, ev'n when fhe meets 

Her bridegroom in the wedding- fhects. 1 

Carminative and diuretic 

Will damp all paflion fympathetic : 
And Love fuch nicety requires, 
One blafi will put out all his fires. 
Since hufbands get behind the fcene, 
The wife fhould fhidy to be clean ; 
Nor give the fmallefl room to guefs 
The time when wants of nature prefs j 
But after marriage pra&ife more 
Decorum than fhe did before; 
To keep her fpoufe deluded Hill, 
And make him fancy what fhe will. 

In bed we left the married pair : 
'Tis time to fhew how tilings went there. 
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Strcphon, who had been often told 
That fortune ftHlaffifts die bold, 
Refelv'd to make the €rft attack * 
But Chloe drove him fiercely back. 
How could a nymph fp chafte as Chloe, 
With confutation cold ana fnbwy, 
Permit a bruufli roan to touch her } 
Ev'n Iambi by in$nc\ fly the butcher. 
Refiftance on the wedding-night 
Js what our maidens claim by right t 
And Chloe, 'tis by all agreed, 
Was maid in thought, and word, and <ked. 
Yet fome alfign a different reafon j 
That StrepHon chofe no proper feafon. 

Say, Fair-ones, mud I make a patffe, 
Or freely tell the fecret caufe ? 

Twelve cups of tea (with grief I Ipeak) 
Had now conftrain'd the nymph to leak. 
This point rauft needs be fettled firft : 
The bride mud either void or burft. 
Then fee the dire effects of peafe; 
Think v/l\wt can give die colic eafe. 
The nympu,, epprefs'4 before, behind. 
As mips are tofs'd by waves and windy 
Steals out her hand, by nature led, 
And brings a vcflel into bed.; 
Fair utenfil, as Ijnooth and white 
As Chloc's fkin, almoft as bright. 

Strcphon, who heard the fuming rill 
£s from a mofly cliff diftil, 

C 
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Cry'd out, Yc Gods ! what found is this ? 

Can Chloe, hcaycnly CWpfc . ? 

But when he {belt a nojfo^e<(fcani, 
Which oft* attends that lu^c-wa^flrcania 
(Salerno both together Joins, 
As fovereign, medicines: fpr the lpinj 
And though contriv'd,, we. may ; %>gpjfcfr 
To flip his ears, yet ftruck his npfe: 
He found her, wbij-e tjhe fcentjncjeas/df 
As mortal as hin^elf . at leaft. 
Butfoonj with like occa^qnsprefl^ 
He boldly fent l)is hand in queft 
(InfpirM with courage from his. bride) 
To reach the pot on t' other fide :. 
And, as he filjl'd.the reeking vale, 
Let fly a rou&t in her face, . 

The little Cupids hovering round* 
( As pi&ures prove, with garlands crown'd) ; 
Abafli'd at what they. £aw and beard, 
Flew off, nor ever more appeared. 

Adieu to. ravifting, delight 
High raptures, and. W>mantk flights | 
To goddejftsjfa heavenly fweet, 
Expiring flie^herds, at theft/feet; 
To filver, meads a.nd, fliady. bowers, 
Drefs'd up with amaranthine, flowers. 

How great a change! JiQW.^cktyiaadel 
They learn to. call a fpade a ipade. 
They foon from all constraint ar e free^l ; 
Can fee cacfc other dm tbek, m*\ 
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On box of cedar fits the wife, 
And makes it warm for dtarefi lift; 
And, by the beaftly way of thinking, 
Find great fociety in {linking. 
Now Strephon daily entertains 
His Chloc in the homelieft ftrains ; 
And Chloe, more experiene'd grown, 
With intcreft pays him back his own. 
No maid at court is lefs afham'd, 
Howe'er for felling bargains fam'd, • 

Than fee ta name her parts behind, 
Or when a- bed to let out wind. 

Fair Decency, celeftial maid I 
Defcend from Heaven to Beauty's aid { 
Though Beauty may beget defirc, 
lis thou mud fan the Lover's fire % 
For Beauty, like fupreme dominion, 
Is beft fupported by Opinion t 
If Decency bring no fupplies, 
Opinion falls, and Beauty dies. 

To fee fome radiant nymph appear 
In all her glittering birth-day-gear, 
You think fome Goddefs from the iky 
Defcended, ready cut and dry s 
But, ere you fell yourfelf to laughter, 
Confidcr well what may come after ; 
For fine ideas vaniih fad, 
While all the grofs and filthy lath 

O Strephon, ere that fatal day 
When Chloe Hole your heart *way, 

1 
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•Had you but throagh a cranny fpy'd 
• On hotife of cafe your future bride, 
In all the pofturcs of bcr face, 
Which nature give* in fu«h a cafe ; 
DUlortions, groanrags, fttatning9, hcavingt, 
'Twerc- better yon h*d lick'd her leaving*, 
Than from experience find too late 
Your goddefs grown a filthy mate. 
Your fancy then had always dwelt 
On what you faw, and what you fmekt 
Would ftill the lame ideas giv« ye, 
As when you fpy'd her on the priry, 
And, fpite of Chloe's charms divine, 
•Your heart had been as whole as mine. 

Authorities, both old and recent, 
Direct that women muft be decent ; 
And from the fpoufe each blemtfh hide, 
More than from all die world betide. 

Unjuftly all our nymphs complain 
Their empire holds fo fhorc a reign ; 
•is after marriage loft fo foon, 
It hardly holds the honey-moon : 
.For, if they keep n+t what they caught, 
It is entirely their own fault. 
They take po(Te(Iion of the crown, 
And then throw all; their weapons downs 
Though, by the politician's feheme, 
Whoe'er arrives at power fupreme, 
Thofe arts, by which at firft they gain k f 
They dill muft pre&ife to maintain k. 

Vol. U. R <W*sl 
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What various ways our females take 
To pafs for wits before a rake i , 
And in the fruitlefs fearch purfue 
All other methods but .the true ! 

Some try to learn polite behaviour 
By reading books againft their Saviour ; 
Some call it witty to reflect 
On every natural defect ; 
Some (hew they never want explaining, 
To comprehend a double-meaning. 
But fure a tell-tale out of fchool 
Is of all wits the greatefl fool ; 
Whofe rank imagination fills 
Her heart, and from her lips diftils ; 
You M think fhe utter 'd from behind, 
Or at her mouth was breaking wind. 

Why is a handfome wife ador'd 
By every coxcomb but her lord ? 
From yonder puppet- man inquire, 
Who wifely hides his wood and wire \ 
Shews Sheba's queen completely dreft, 
And Solomon in royal veft : 
But view them litter'd on die floor. 
Or fining on pegs behind the door ; 
Punch is exactly of a piece 
With Lorrain's duke, and prince of Greece.. 

A prudent builder fhould forecaft 
How long the fluff is like to lad ; 
And carefully obferve the ground, 
To build on fome foundation found* 
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What houfe, when its materials crumble, 
Muftfrot inevitably tumble ? 
What edTfioe can long endur* 
Rais'd on a bails unfecure > 
Rafli mortals, ere you take a wife, 
Contrive your pile to laft for life : 
Since beauty fcarce endures a day, 
And youth fo fwiftly glides away-; 
Why will you make yourfelf a bubble, 
To build on fand with hay and ftubble? 
On fenfcand wit your paflion found, 
By decency cemented round j 
Let prudence with good-nature flrive, 
To keep efleem and love alive. 
Then, come old age whene'er it will, 
Your friend (hip fhall continue itill : 
And thus a mutual gentle fire 
"Shall never but with life expire* 

AT O L L O; 

O R, 

A PROBLEJVT SOLVED. 1731: 

A PO L LO, god of light and wit, 
•*■ "** Could verfe* rnfpire, but feldom writy 
Refin'd all metals with his looks, 
As well as chemifts by their books; 
As handfome as my Lady's page j 
StJcet five-and-twenty was Ids age. 

R a '«» 
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His wig was* made of funny rays* 
He crown 'd his youthful head with bay* j * 
Not all the court of heaven could fcow 
So nice and fo complete a beau. 
No heir upon v his firft appearance, 
With twenty thoufand pounds a-year rents* 
E'er drove, heforc he fold his land* 
So fine a coach along the Strand j 
The fpokes* we are by Ovid told, 
Were fiiver* and the aocle gold : 
( I own, 'twas but a coach and four, 
For Jupiter allows no more!) 

Yet, with his beauty, wealth, and ..parts* 
Enough to win ten thoufand hearts, 
No vulgar deity above 
Was fo unfortunate in love. 

Three weighty xaufes were afitgn'dy 
That mov'd the nymphs to be unkind. 
Nine Mufes always waiting round him, 
He left them virgins as he found them. 
His fingtng was another fault ? 
For he could. reach to J? in alt: 
And, by the fentiments of Pliny, 
Such fingers are like Nicolini. 4 
At lad, the point was fully clear*d| 
In fhort, Apollo had no beard. 
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T»E PLACE OF THE DAMNED.- 
1711. 

ALL folks, who pretend to religion and grace, 
■*^ Allow there's a Hell, but difpute of the place; 
But, if Hell may by logical rules be defin'd 
The place of the damn* d— I '11 tell you my mind. 
Where-ever the damnM do chiefly abound, 
Mod certainly there is Hell to be found : ■ 
Damn'd poets, damn'd critics, damn'd blockheads, danm^ 

knaves, 
Damn'd fenators brib'd, damn'd proftirute^n;*/ j 
Damn'd lawyers and judges, damn'd lords and damn'd 

/quires; 
Damn'd fpies and informers, damn'd friends, and damn'd 

liars ; 
Damn'd villains, corrupted in ercry Jfation $ 
Damn'd time-Jerking priefis all over the nation; 
And into the bargain I J H readily give you 
Damn'd ignorant prelates and court fellors privy. 
Then let us no longer by parfins be flamm'd, 
For we know by thefe marks the place of the damn !d ; 
And Hell to be fure is at Paris or Rome. 
How happy for us that it is not at borne I 
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JUDAS. 1731V 

"D Y the juft vengeance of incenfed ikies, 
•*-* Poor Bifhop Judas late repenting dies. 
The Jews engag'd him with a paltry bribe, 
Amounting hardly to a crown a. tribe ; 
Which though his conscience fore'd him to reftor* 
( And, parfons tell us, no man can do more) ; 
Yet, through defpair, of God and man a ecu r ft, 
He loft his bifhoprick, and hang'd or burft. 
Thofe former ages differed much from this ; 
Judas bet ray 'd his mafter with a kifs : 
But fome have kifs'd the gofpcl fifty times,, 
Whofe perjury *s the leaft of all their crimes ; 
Some who can perjure through a two-inch board, 
Yet keep their biftiopricks, and 'fcape the cord: 
Like hemp, which, by a fkilful fpinftcr drawn 
To ilender threads, may fometisnes pafs for lawn*. 

As ancient Judas by tran/gr^ffion fell, 
And burft ajunder ere he went to hell j 
So could we fee a fct of new lfcariots 
Come headlong tumbling from their mitred chariots \. 
Each modern Judas perifh like the firft ; 
Drop from the tree, with all his bowels burft; • 
Who could forbear, that view'd each guilty face, 
To cry, u Lo ! Judas gone to his own place, 
" His habitation let all men forfake, 
H And let his biflioprick another take !" 
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AN EPISTLE TO MR. GAY* 1731. 

TTOW could you, Gay, difgrace the Mufes' train, 
■*• **■ To ferve a taftelefs Court twelve years in vain ! 
Fain would I think out female friend f fincere, 
Till Bob, the poet's foe, poflefs'd her ear. 
Did female virtue e'er fo high afcend, 
To lofe an inch of favour for a friend ? 

Say, had the Court no better place to chufe 
For thee, than make a dry-nurfe of thy Mufe ? 
How cheaply had thy liberty been fold, 
To fquire a royal girl of two years old ; 
In leading-firings her infant-fteps to guide, 
Or with her go-cart amble fide by fide ! 

But princely Douglas and his glorious dame 
Advanc'd thy fortune, and preferv'd thy fame. 
Nor will your nobler gifts be mifapply'd, 
When* o'er your patron's treafure you prefide : 
The world fhall own, his choice was wife and juftj 
For fons of Phoebus never break their truft. 

Not love of beauty lefs the heart inflames 
Of guardian eunuchs to the Sultan's dames : 

* The Dean, having been told by an intimate friend, 
that the Duke of Qjieenfberry had employed Mr. Gay 
to infpe£l the accounts and management of his Grace's 
receivers and ftewards (which however proved to be 
a miftake), wrote this Epiftle to his Friend. 

f The countek of Suffolk. I*, 

1 
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Their paflions not more impotent and cold, 
Than thofc of poets to the luft of gold. 
With Paean's pureft fire his favourites gtav, 
The dregs will ferve to ripen ore below j 
His meaneft work : for, had he thought it h* r 
That wealth fhould be the appennage of wit, 
The god of light could ne'er have been (o bl'md 
To deal it to the word of human-kind. 

But let me now, for I can do it well. 
Your conduct in this new employ forctel- . 

And firft : to make my observation right, 
I place zflattfman full before my fight, / 
A bloated minijltr in all his geer, 
With (hamelefe vifage and. perfidious leer* 
Two rows of teeth arm each devouring jaw,. 
And oft rich-like his alkdigefting maw. 
My fancy drags this monfer to my view, 
To fhew the world his chief reverie in you* 
Of loud unmeaning founds a rapid flood 
Rolls from his mouth in plenteous ftreams of mud » 
With thefe the court and fenate-houfe he plies, 
Made up of noife, and impudence, and lies. 

Now let me fhew how Bob and you agree : 
You ferve a potent prince, as well as he. 
The ducal coffers, trufted to your charge, 
Your honeft care may fill, perhaps enlarge: 
His vafials eafy, and the owner blcft j 
They pay a trifle, and enjoy the reft. 
Not fo a nation's revenues are paid : 
The Servant's faults are on the matter laid. 



TO M*. GAY. ** 

The people with a figh their taxes bring; 
And, curling Bob, forget to bleft the King, 

Next hearken, Gay, to what thy charge requires, 
With fervant j, tenant*, and the neighbouring^firirtffr- 
Let all domeftics feel your gentle fway j 
Nor bribe, infak* nor flatter, nor betray. 
Let due reward to merit be allowM ; • 
Nor with your kindred half the palace cr*wd%< 
Nor think yourfelf fecure in doing wrong, 
By telHng nofes <uM * party ftrong. 

Be rich ; but of your weakh make- no parade^ . 
At lead, before your maker's debts ortpmdg 
Nor in a palace, built fwitb charge Jmmenfie, 
Prefume to treat bimMt bis-owtm txpenet. 
Each fanner in the neighbourhood can. count 
To what your lawful pcrquifites amount. 
The tenants poor, the hardnefs of the times, 
Are ill excufes for ar {Servant's crimes. 
With intereft, and z premium paid befide, 
The mailer's prelling wants rauft be fupply'd y 
With hairy zeal behold thc/rward come 
By his own credit to advance- the fum ; 
Who, while tb* unrighteous mammon is his friendr 
May well conclude his power will never .end. 
A faithful treasurer ! what could be do more ? 
He lends my Lord <wbat was my Lord's be/ore. 

The law fo ftri&ly guards the Monarch's health*. 
That no phyfician dares prefcribe by ftcalth : 
The council (it; approve the docWs fkiU j 
And give advice, before he gives the nilL 
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But xhtftate empiric a&s a fafcr part ; ' ^ 

And, while he poifons> wins the royal heart. \ 

But how can I defcribe the ravenous breed ? 
Then let me now by negatives proceed. 

Suppofe your Lord a rrufly fervant fend 
On weighty bufinefs to fomc neighbouring friend r 
Prefume nor, Gay, unkfs you ferve a drone, 
To countermand* his orders by your own. 

Should fome. imperious neighbour fink the boats, 
And drain tht Jijb-ponas, while your mafier dotes j 
Shall he upon the ducal rights intrench, 
Becaufe he brib'd you with a brace of tench ? 

Nor from your Lord his bad condition hide, 
To feed his luxury, or footh his pride. 
Nor at an under-rate his timber fell, 
And with an oath allure him, all is <well\ 
Or /wear it rotten ; and *witb bumble airs 
Requefl it of him to complete your /airs ; 
Nor, when a mortgage lies on half his lands, 
Come with a purfe of guineas in your hands. 

Have Peter Waters always in your mind 5 
That rogue, of genuine mini/ferial kind, 
Can half the peerage by his arts bewitch, 
Starve twenty lords to make one fcoundrel richr 
And, when he gravely has undone a fcore, 
Is humbly pray'd to ruin twenty more. 

A dextrous fteward, wben his tricks are found^ 
Hujb-money fends to all the neighbours round 5 
His mafier, unfufpicious of his pranks, 
tfys all the colt, and gives the villain thanks. 
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And, fhould a friend attempt to fet him right, 
His Lordfliip would impute it all to fpite ; 
Would love his favourite better than before, 
And trufthis hohefty juft fo much more. 
Thus families, like realms, with equal fate, 
Are funk, by premier miniflers^of flatti 

Some, when an heir fucceeds, go boldly on,. 
And, as they robb'd the fat her, robthey&a. 
A knave, who deep imbroils his lord's affairs,. 
Will foon grow necejfary to his heirs* 
His policy coniifts iufetting traps, . 
In finding nvays and means, and flopping gaps;' 
He knows a thoufand tricks whene'er he pleafe^. 
Though not to cure, yet palliate each difeafe. 
In either cafe, an equal chance is run ; 
For, keep or turn him out,, my Lord 's undone*. 
You want a hand to clear;* filthy (ink ; 
No cleanly workman can endure the itink. 
A ftrong dilemma in adefperatecafe ! 
To act with infamy, or quit the place* • 

A bungler thus, who fcarce the nail can hit,. • 
With driving wrong will make the pannel fplit* 
Nor dares an abler workman undertake 
To drive a fecond, left the whole mould break. 

In every court the parallel will hold ; 
And kings, like private folks, are bought and folc\ 
The ruling rogue, who dreads to be cafhier'd,. 
Contrives, as he is bated, to be feared: 
Confounds accounts, perplexes ail affairs ; 
For vengeance more imbroils, xhznjkili repair u 



So robbers (and their ends arc juft the fame), • 
To 'fcape inquiries, fast* the boufe inflame* 

I knew a brazen roinifter of ftate, 
Who bore for twice ten years the public hate. 
Jn every month the queftion moil in vogue 
Was, Wh$n will tiny turnout this odious rogmeP 
A juncture happen'd in his higheil pride : 
While bt went robbing on, old ttto/lerdy'd. 
We thought- there now reraain'd no room to doubt;; 
His work is done, tte miniver muft out* 
The court invited more than one or two ; 
Will you* Sir Spencer ? or, Willjuw, orjuat £ 
But not a foul his office durft accept ; 
The fubtle Jcnave had all .the plunder fwepf: 
And, fuch was then the temper of the times*- 
He ow'd his prcfcrvation to his crimes. 
The candidates obferv'd his dirty paws; 
Nor found it difficult to guefs the cau& : 
But, when they frock fuch foul corruptions round him, 
Away they fled, and left him as they found him. 

Thus, when a greedy floven once has thrown 
His/ffrt into the mefs, 'tis all bis won* 
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ON THE IRISH BISHOPS*. 
.173-1. 

OLD Latimer preaching did fairly defcribc 
A bifliop, who rul'd all the reft of his tribej 
And who is this bifiiop ? and where does he dwell ? 
Why truly 'tis Satan, arch-bifhop of hell. .^ 

And He was a primate, and He wore a mitre 
-Surrounded with jewels of fulphur and nitre. 
How nearly this bifhop our bifhops rcfembles ! 
But he has the odds, who believes and who trembles. 
•Could you fee his grim grace, for a pound to a penny. 
You 'd fwear it muft be the baboon of Kilkenny : 
Poor Satan will think the comparifon odious 5 
J wi(h I could find him out one more commodious* 
But this I am fure, the moft reverend old dragon 
Has got on the bench. many bifhops fuffraganj . 
•And all men believe he refides there incog. 
To give them by turns an invifible jog. 

Our bifhops, puft up with wealth and with pride, 
To hell on the backs of the clergy would ride. 
They mounted and labour'd with whip and. with %ux f/ 
In vain — for the devil a parfon would ftir. 
So the Commons unliors'd themj and this was their 

doom, 
On their croficrs to ride, like a witch on a broom. 

* Occasioned by their endeavouring to get an aft to 
tlivide the church-livings 1 which bill vratte\«6ae4V^ 
itbe Iriih koufc of xxmunrot, * 
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Though they gallop'd fo fatt, on the road you may fini 

Anil have left us' but three out of twenty behin"d" , cm, ] 
Lord Bolton's good grace, lord Car, and lord Howard, 
In fpight of the devil, would dill be untoward : 
They came of good kindred, and could not endure 
Their former companions fhould beg at their door. 

When'Chrift was betray'd to Pilate the praetor^ 
'Of a dozen apoftlcs but one prov'd a traitor : 
One traitor alone, and faithful eleven ; 
But we can afford you fix traitors in feven. 

What a clutter with clippings, dividings, and clea? ings! 
And the clergy forfooth muft take up with their leaviiigs. 
If making div\fions was all their intent, 
They' *ve done it, we thank them, but not as they meant; 
Andfo may fuch btfliops for ever divide , 
Thft no honeft heathen would l)e on their fide. 
How fbonld we rejoice, if, like Judas the firfl:, 
Thofe fplitters of parfons in funder fhould burft ! 
Now hear an allufion : — A mitre, you know, 
Is divided above, but united below. 
If this you confider, our emblem is right j 
The bifhops divide, but the clergy unite. 
Should the bottom be fplit, our bifhops would dread 
That the mitre would never flick faft on their, head : 
'And yet they have learnt the chief art of a fovercigu* 
As Machiavel taught them j divide, and je govern. 
But courage, my lords ; though it cannot be faid 
oFhit one eleven tongue ever fat on your head ; 
J 'U boh} you a groat (and I wifh I could fee 't), 
Sfyourfiocking* were off, .you couU ftww ctowj**. 
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But hold, cry the biibops ; and give us fair phy | 
Before you condemn us, hear what we can fay. 
What truer affections could ever be (hewn, 
Than faving your fouls by damning our own ? » 
And have we not pra&is'd all methods to gain you? 
With the tithe of the tithe of the tithe to maintain, you f 
Provided a fund for building you fpittals ? 
■ "You are only to live four years without victuals* * 

Content, my good lords 5 but let us change hands I 
Firft take you our .tithes, and give us your lands. > 
So God blefs the Church and three- of our mitres f 
And God blefs the Commons, for biting tbt bittrw 

ON THE DEATH OF DR. SWIFT*. 

Occafioned by reading the following Maxim in 
Rochefoucault, u Dans l'adverfitfc de nos 
ic meilleurs amis, nous trouvonstoujours quelquc 
u chofe, qui ne nous deplaift jtys. 

M In the adverfity of our bed friends, we always find 
" fomething that doth not difpleafe us." '• 

A S Rochefoucault his maxims drew 
■**■ From nature, I believe them true : 
They argue no corrupted mind 
Tn him ; the fault is in mankind. 

* Written in November 173 1. — There- art two dif- 

tinct poems on this fubjcot, one. of them containing 

many fpurious lines. In what is here printed* tha 

genuine parts of both are prcfcived. "&• w 
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iPhii mwm' root* than all the reft " $ * 

* Is thougftt too bafe for human breast 
" In all dfttreffe*of our friends, 

• " We firft confute our private endt * 

'* While nature, kindly bent to eafe ««, 

' «« Points out feme circumftance to pleafe 7 **." 10 

If this perhaps your patience more, 
♦Letreafon and experience prove. • 

; We -all beheld with envfois eyes 
«Our equals tais'd above our fize. 
'Who would not at a crowded ftow 15 

Stand high hrmfelf, keep others low} 

I love my friend as well as you : 

But why fhould he obftruft my view ? 
"•Then let me have the higher poft ; 

* Suppofe it but an inch at moft. *• 
*If in a battle you fliould find 

. -One, whom, you love of all mankind, 
-Had fome heroic a&ion done, 
.A champion kiH'd,.«r trophy won ; 
. Rather thjm .thus be over-tope, •$ 

Would you not wim has laurch cropt } 
<Dear honed Ned is in the. gout, 
Lies rack'd with, pain, and you without l 
How patiently you hear him groan ! 
How glad, the cafe is not your own I 30 

What poet would not grieve to fee- 
Hit brother wrk« as well as. he ? 
But, rather than they fhould excel, 
Would wim bit rivalwdl in holl ? 

± He* 
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Her end when emulation muTes, 3; 

She turns to envy, flings, and Rifles 1 
The ftrongeft friencjfhip yields to pride, 
Unlefs the odds be on our fide. 
Vain human-kind ? fantaitic race f 
Thy various follies who can trace ? 4* 

Self-love, ambition, eavy, pride. 
Their empire in our hearts divide. 
Give others riches, power, and ftatkwi 
'Tis all to me an usurpation, 
I have no title to afpir« ; $ 

Yet, when you fink, I feero the higbe* 
In Pope I cannot read a line, 
But with a figh I wifh it mine t 
When he can in one couplet fix 
jV{ore fenfe than I can do in fix* j* 

It gives me fuch a jealous fit, 
I cry, " Pox take him and his wit !" 
I grieve to be eutdoi* by Gay 
In my own humourous biting way. 
Arbuthnot is fio more my friend, 55 

Who dares to irony pretend, 
Which I was born to introduce. 
Refin'd at firft, and Ihew'd its uic» 
St. John, as well as Pulteney, knows 
That I had (bine repute for profe | 69 

And, till they drove me out of date, 
Could maul a minifler of ftate. 
If they have mortified my pride, 
And made me throw my pen afidc 3 

Vol. II. S \i 
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If with fuch talents Hearen hath blefs'd 'cm, *$ 
Have I not reafon to deteft 'em ? 

To all my foes, dear Fortune, fend 
Thy gifts ; but never to my friend : 
I tamely can endure the firft : 
But this with envy makes me burft. 70 

Thus much may ferve by way of proem ; 
Proceed we therefore to our poem. 

The time is not remote, when I 
Muil by the courfe of nature die ; 
When, I forefee, my fpecial friends 75 

Will try to find their private ends : 
And, though 'tis hardly underftood 
Which way my death can do them good r 
Yet thus, methinks, I hear them fpeak : 
" See, how the Dean begins to break ! fo 

" Poor gentleman, he droops apace! 
€t You plainly find it in hU face. 
" That old vertigo in his head 
•' Will never leave him, till he 's dead. 
•' Befides, his memory decays : |c 

•' He recollects not what he fays ; 
«* He cannot call his friends to mind ; 
" Forgets the place where laft he din'd 5 . 
€t Plies you with ftories o'er and o'er ; 
" He told them fifty times before. 9* 

" How does he fancy, we can fit 
" To hear his out-of-fafhion wit ? 
" But he takes up with younger folks, 
" Who for his wine will bear his jokes. 
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J* Faith ! he mud make his flories fliorter, 95 

•' Or change his comrades once a quarter : 
" In half the time he talks them round, 
" There muft another fet be found: 

u For poetry, he 's pall his prime: 
" He takes an hour to find a rhyme 5 100 

" His fire is out, his wit decay'd, 
•* His fancy funfc, his Mufe a jade. 
" I *d have him throw away his pen ,-— 
" But there *s no talking to fome men !" 

And then their tendernefs appears 1*5 

By adding largely to my years : 
" He 's older than he would be reckon'd, 
•* And well remembers Charles the Second. 
'• He hardly drinks a pint of wine j 
*• And that, I doubt, is no good fign. ii« 

" His ftomach too begins to fail : 
'* Lafl: year we thought him ftrong and hale; 
** But now he 's quite another thing : 
" I wifli he may hold out till fpring !" 
They hug themfelves, and reafon thus: 11$. 

" It is not yet fo bad with us !* 

In fuch a cafe, they talk in tropes, 
And by their fears exprefs their hopes. 
Some great misfortune to portend, 
No enemy can match a friend. 1 1% 

With all the kindnefs they piofefs, 
The merit of a lucky guefs 
( When daily how-d'ye's come of courfe, 
And fcrvants anfwer, " Worfc and worfel") 
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Would pleafc them better, than to tell, 1*5 

That, " God be prais'd, the Dean is wclL" 

Then he, who prophefy'd the beft, 

Approves his forcfight to the reft : 

" You know I always fear'd the worft,. 

" And often told you fo at firft." 130 

He 'd rather chufe that I mould die, 

Than his predictions prove a lye. 

Not one foretells I fhall recover; 

But all agree to give me over. 

Yet, fhould fome neighbour feel a pain 13$ 
Juft in the parts where I complain ; 
How many a mefTage would he fend ! 
What hearty prayers that I fhould mend 1 
Inquire what regimen I kept ; 
What gave me eafe, and how I flept ? 14a 

And more lament when I was dead, 
Than all the fnivelers round my bed. 

My good companions, never fear ; 
For though you may miftake a year, 
Though your prognostics run too fall:, 145 

They muft be verify'd at laft. 

Behold the fatal day arrive ! 
" How is the Dean?"—" He 's juft alive/' 
Now the departing prayer is read ; 
He hardly breathes — The Dean is dead. 150 

Before the pafling-bell begun, 
The news through half the town is run. 
4t Oh I may we all for death prepare ! 
u .What has he left ? and who 's his heir ? 

w Was*** 
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41 I know no more than what the news is 5 155 

4t 'Tis all bequeath'd to public ufes. 

4t To public ufes ! there *s a whim ! 

4t What had the publick done for him ? 

" Mere envy, avarice, and pride : 

€t He gave it all — but flrft he dy*d. lio 

4t And had the Dean, in all the nation, 

" No worthy friend, no poor relation ? 

44 So ready to do ftrangers good, 

4i Forgetting his own flelh and blood !" 

Now Grubftreet wits are all employ'd ; 165 

With elegies the town is cloy'd : 
Some paragraph in every paper, 
To curfe the Dean, or blefs the D rapier. 

The do&ors, tender of their fame, 
Wifely on me lay all the Blame. 1 70 

4( We muft confefs, his cafe was nice; 
€i But he would never take advice. 
41 Had he been rul'd, for aught appears, 
4t He might have liv'd thefe twenty years : 
4 « For, when we open'd him, we found, 175 

44 That all his vital parts were found." 

From Dublin foon to London fpread, 
*Tis told at court, " The Dean is dead.*' 
And Lady Suffolk *, in the fpleen, 
Runs laughing up to tell the Qujeen. 1S0 

The Qu_een, fo gracious, mild, and good, 
Cries, " Is he gone! 'tis time he fhould. 

* Mrs. Howard, at one time a favourite with the 
Dean. N. 
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" He 's dead, you fay ; then let him rotj 

" I 'm glad the medals* were forgot. 

" I promis'd him, I own; but when? .1*5 

" I only was the Priricefs then : 

" But now, as confort of the King, 

<« You know, 'tis quite another thing." 

Now Chartres, at Sir Robert's levee, 
Tells with a fneer the tidings heavy : 190 

•«' Why, if he dy'd without his (hoes," 
Cries Bob, " I 'm forry for the news : 
" Oh, were the wretch but living (till, 
4t And in his place my good friend Will ! 
" Or had a mitre on his head, 195 

" Provided Bolingbroke were dead !" 

Now Curll his (hop from rubbifh drains : 
Three genuine tomes of Swift's remains ! 
And then, to make them pafs thfc glibber, 
Rcvis'd by Tibbalds, Moore, and Cibber. 209 
He '11 treat me as he does my betters, 
Publifh my will, my life, my letters j 
Revive the libels born to die j 
Which Pope muft bear, as well as I. 

Here (hift the fcenc, to reprefent %&$ 

How thofe I love my death lament. 
Poor Pope will grieve a month, and Gay 
A week, and Arbuthnot a day. 

St. John himfelf will fcarce forbear 
To bite his pen, and drop a tear. %\% 

♦ Which the Dean in vain expected, in return for a 
(mall pre/cat lie had feut to the Ytu\«fe. ^ • 
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The reft will give a fhrug, and cry, 
44 I 'm forry — but we all muft die !" 

Indifference, clad in Wifdom's guife, 
All fortitude of mind fupplies : 
For how can ftony bowels melt 115 

In thofe who never pity felt 1 
When we are lath'd, they kifs the rod, 
JRefigning to the will of God. 

The fools, my juniors by a year, 
Are tortur'd with fufpenfe and fear ; nn 

Who wifely thought my age a fcrecn, 
When death approach'd, to fland between : 
The fcreen remov'd, their hearts are trembling ; 
They mourn for me without dilTembiing. 

My female friends, whofe tender hearts : 225 
Have better learn'd to a& their parts, 
Receive the news in doleful dumps : 
4i The Dean is dead: (Pray what is trumps?) 
" Then, Lord have mercy on his foul ! 
44 ( Ladies, I '11 venture for the vole.) 23* 

" Six Deans, they fay, muft bear the pall : 
«' (I wiih I knew what king to call.) 
€i Madam, your hufband will attend 
" The funeral of fo good a friend. 
" No, madam, 'tis a (hocking fight ; 133 

4< And he *s engag'd to-morrow night : 
" My Lady Club will take it ill, 
44 If he Ihould fail her at quadrille. 
44 He lov'd the Dean — (I lead a heart.) 
44 But dcareft friends, they-fay, muft part. 440 
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44 His time was come ; he ran his race ; 
44 We hope he 's in a better place." 

Why do we grieve that friends fliould die > 
No lofs more eafy to fupply. 
One year is paft. j a different fcene ! 145 

No farther mention of the Dean, 
Who now, alas ! no more is mifs'd. 
Than if he never did exift. 
Where 's now the favourite of Apollo f 
Departed : — and his works mufl follow \ %$• 

Muft undergo the common fate ; 
His kind of wit is out of date. 

Some country fquire to Lintot goes, 
Imuires for Swift in verfe and profe. 
Says Lintot, " I have heard the name; 455 

44 He dy'd a year ago." — " The fame." 
He fearches all the fhop in vain. 
«' Sir, you may find them in Duck -lane s 
41 I fent them, with a load of books, 
** Laft Monday, to the paflry-cook's. z6* 

*• To fancy they could live a year ! 
44 I find you 're but a ftranger here. 
44 The Dean was famous in his time, 
" And had a kind of knack at rhyme. 
44 His way of writing now is paft : »6j 

44 The town has got a better taftc. 
" I keep no antiquated fluff; 
44 But fpick and fpan I have enough. 
44 Pray, do but give me leave to (hew 'em s 
* Here '% Colley Cibbcr's birth-day poem. ty 

«Tto 
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€i This ode you never yet have feen, 

" By Stephen Duck, upon the Qjieen. 

" Then here *s a letter finely penn'd 

" Againft the Craftfman and his friend : 

*• It clearly fhews that all reflection 275 

€t On minifters is difafFe&ion. 

«' Next, here *s Sir Robert's vindication, 

" And Mr. Henley's laft oration. 

" The hawkers have not got them yet : 

" Your Honour pleafe to buy a fet ? aS# 

** Here *s Wolfton's trafts, the twelfth edition 5 
" 'Tis read by every politician : 
" The country-members, when in town, 
" To all their boroughs fend them down ; 
" You never met a thing fo fmartj • 2I5 

" The courtiers have them all by heart : 
" Thofe maids of honour, who can read, 
" Are taught to ufc them for their creed. 
4i The reverend author's good intention 
" Hath been rewarded with a penfion* : 29* 

*• He doth an honour to his gown, 
" By bravely running pricfl-craft down J 
" He (hews, as fure as God 's in Gloucefter, 
" That Mofes was a grand impoftor; 
" That all his miracles were cheats, 295 

4i Perform'd as jugglers do their feats 2 
" The church had never fuch a writer : 
" A fhame he hath not got a mitre I" 

Suppofe me dead ; and then fuppofe 
A club aflembled at the Rofe; ' 3 c* 

* Wolfton is here coniounued vnxK^QK^^^^^* 
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Where, from difcourfe of this and that, 

I grow the fubjecl: of their chat. 

And while they tofs my name about, 

With favour fome, and fome without ; 

One, quite indifferent in the caufe, 3*5 

My chara£ter impartial draws : 

" The Dean, if we believe report, 
" Was never ilkreceiv'd at court. 
" Although, ironically grave, 
~" He fham'd the fool, and lalh'd the knave : 31^ 
44 To fteal a hint was never known, 
" But what he writ was all his own." 

" Sir, I have heard another ftory ; 
•** He was a mod confounded Tory, 
-" And grew, or he is much bely'd, 31$ 

« Extremely dully before he dy'd." 

u Can we the J)rapier then forget ? 
41 Is not our nation in his debt? 
•« 'Twas he that writ the Drapier's Letters !" — 

" He mould have left them for his betttrs\ 1%% 
« We had a hundred abler men, 
4i Nor need depend upon his pen, — 
" Say what you will about his reading, 
44 You never can defend his breeding $ 
44 Who, in his fatires running riot, 31$ 

" Could never leave the world in quiet; 
" Attacking, when he took the tvbim, 
• 4< Court, city, camp — all one to him. — 
•" But why would he, except hejhbber*d p 
M Offend out patriot great Sir Robert, 33* 
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44 Whofe counfels aid the fovereign power 

44 To fave the nation every hour ! 

" What Jcenes of evil he unravels 

" In fatirhy libels, lying travels ; 

•* Not fparing his own clergy cloib, 335 

u But eats into it, like a motb /" 

44 Perhaps I may allow the Dean 
" Had too much fatire in his vein, 
" And feem'd determin'd not to ftarve it, 
•** Becaufc no age could more defenre it. 34* 

44 Yet malice never was his aim; 
« He lafli'd the vice, but fpar*d the name. 
'* No individual could refent, 
" Where thoufands equally were meant: 
" His fatire points at no defect, 34^ 

- 4t But what all mortals may correct j 
44 For he abhorr'd the fenfelefs tribe 
44 Who call it humour when they gibes 
" He fpar'd a hump, or crooked nofe, 
44 Whofe owners fet not up for beaux. 3$# 

** True genuine dulnefs mov'd his pity, 
44 Unlefs it offer'd to be witty. 
4i Thofe who their ignorance confeft, 
44 He ne'er offended with a jeftj 
44 But laugh'd to hear an ideot quote $55 

44 A verfe from Horace learn'd by rote. 
4 < Vice, if it e'er can be abafh'd,- 
« Muft be or ridicul'd, or lajb'd. 
44 If you refent it, who *s to blame } 
** He neither knows j/ou % nor yQ\u name* \V% 
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44 Should via cxpeft to 'fcape rebuke, 

" Becaufe its owner is a duke ? 

4t His friendfliips, (till to few confin'd, 

44 Were always of the middling kind $ 

4i No fools of rank or mongrel breed, 3$$ 

** Who fain would pafs for lords indeed : 

" Where titles give no right or power, 

44 And peerage is a withered flower ; 

" He would have deem'd it a difgrace, 

44 If fuch a wretch had known his face. 37* 

4i On rural fquires, that kingdom's bane, 

4i He vented oft* his wrath in vain : 

********* fquires to market brought ; 

" Who fell their fouls and * * * * for nought ; 

«The**** **** go joyful back, 37$ 

44 To rob the church, their tenants rack, 

44 Go fnacks with ***** juftices, 

* And keep the peace, to pick up fees : 

44 In every jobb to have a fhare 

4i A gaol or turnpike to repair ; 38* 

44 And turn ******* to public roads 

4i Commodious to their own abodes. 

41 He never thought an honour done him, 
*' Becaufe a peer was proud to own him j 
" Would rather (lip afide, and chufe 385 

<* To talk with wits in dirty flioes ; 
44 And fcorn the tools with ftars and garters, 
*' So often feen carefling Chartres. 
4i He never courted men in flation, 
44 Nor perfom held in admiration % 35* 
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" Of no man's greatnefs was afraid, 

" Becaufe he fought for no man's aid* 

" Though trufted long in great affairs, 

" He gave himfelf no haughty airs : 

u Without regarding private ends, 39^ 

" Spent all his credit for his friends : 

" And only chofe the wife and goodj 

44 No flatterers ; no allies in blood : 

" But fuccour'd virtue in diflrefs, 

" And feldom fail'd of good fuccefs j 49* 

" As numbers in their hearts mud own, 

** Who, but for him, had been unknown* 

" He kept with princes due decorum j 
*' Yet never flood in awe before 'em. 
** He folio w'd David's leflon jufl 5 405 

4i In princes never put his trufl r 
" And, would you make him truly four, 
41 Provoke him with a flave in power. 
•* The Irim fenate if you nam'd, 
" With what impatience he declaim'd I 41 • 

" Fair Liberty was all his cry ; 
4i For her he flood prepar'd to die* 
" For her he boldly flood alone * 
" For her he ofV expos'd his own. 
*' Two kingdoms, jufl as faction led, 415 

" Had fet a price upon his head* 
44 But not a traitor could be found, 
44 To fell him for fix hundred pound* 

" Had he but fpar'd his tongue and pen, 
« He might have rofc like other men : 41% 
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u But power was never in his thought, 
- u And wealth he valued not a groat : 
u Ingratitude he often found, 
* And pity'd thofe who meant the wound : 
<* But kept the tenor of his mind, 4 5 

•* To merit well of human-kind : 
" Nor made a facrifice of thofe 
u Who ftill were true, to pleafe his foes. 
u He labour'd many a fruitlefs hour, 
u To reconcile his friends in power \ 430 

u Saw mifchief by a fa&ion brewing, 
u While they purfued each other's ruin. 
u But, finding vain was all his care, 
u He left the court in mere defpair. 

" And, oh ! how fhort are human fchemes ! 42$ 
" Here ended all our golden dreams. 
" What St. John's fkill in ftate affaire, 
" What Ormond's valour, Oxford's cares, 
** To fave their finking country lent, 
« Was all deftroy'd by one event. 440 

" Too foon that precious life was ended, 
" On which alone our weal depended. 
u When up a dangerous faction flarts, 
u With wrath and vengeance in their hearts-; 
" By folemn league and. covenant bound* 445 

" To ruin, (laughter, and confound ; 
" To turn religion to a fable, 
" And make the government a Babel ; 
u Pervert the laws, difgrace the gown, 
" Corrupt the fenate, rob the crown j ,45* 

1 «T» 
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m To facrifice Old England's glory, 
'* And make her infamous in ftory : 
** When fuch & tempeft fhook die land, 
" How could unguarded Virtue ftand I 

" With horror, grief, defpair, the Dead 435; 
44 Beheld the dire deftru&ive fcene : 
44 His friend* in exile, or the Tower* 
** Hirafelf within the frown of power; 
44 Purfued by bafe-invenom'd pens> 
44 Far to the land o£ f and fens;. 46* 

44 A fervile race in folly nurs'd,, 
44 Who truckle mofty when, treated worft. 

" By innocence and refolution, 
44 He bore continual persecution r 
" While numbers to preferment rofe, 465 

" Whoie merit was to be his foes; 
44 When nfn bis warn familiar frutuh f 
44 Intent upon their private ends, 
44 Like renegadoes now tie feels, 
44 Againfl him lifting up tbeir heels. 47a* 

44 The Deaa did, by his pen, defeat 
44 An infamous deftructive cheat ; 

* Taught fools their intereft how to know,. 
" And gave them arms to ward the blow* 

44 Envy hath own'd, it was his doing* .47c; 

44 To fave that haplefs land from ruin ; 
44 While they who at the fteerage flood, 

* And reap'd the profit, fought his blood. 
" To fave them from their evil fate, 

" Ih him was held a crime of ftate* 4<*« 
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" A wicked monitor on the bench, 

" Whofe fury blood could never quench j 

" As vile and profligate a villain, 

" As modern Scroggs, or old Treflilian j 

" Who long all juftice had difearded, 4S* 

44 Nor feared be God, nor man regarded i 

44 Vow'd on the Dean his rage to vent, 

" And make him of his zeal repent * 

*' But Heaven his innocence defends, 

" The grateful people (land bis friends j 49* 

44 Not (trains of law, nor judges frown, 

" Nor topics brought to pleafe the crown, 

44 Nor witnefs.mVd, nor jury pick'd, 

« Prevail to bring him in convi& 

" In exile, with a fteady heart, 49$ 

" He fpent his life's declining part; 
44 Where folly, pride, and faction fway, 
4i Remote from St. John, Pope, and Gay." 

" Alas, poor Dean 1 his only fcope 
m Was to be held a mifantbrope. c«o 

44 This into general odium drew him, 
41 Which if he lik'd, much good may 7 do bim. 
44 His zeal was not to lafli our crimes, 
44 But dif content againft the times : 
M For, had we made him timely offer* 505 

44 To raife his foft^ ox fill his coffers, 
44 Perhaps he might have truckled down, 
44 Like other brethren of his go*wn ; 
44 For party he would fcarce have bled : — 
44 1 fay no more — becaufe he 's dead. — 5 ?• 

*Wvax 
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-" What writings has he left behind ?" 

" I hear they *re of a different kind : 
**' A few in verft ; but moft in profe — " 

" Some bigbrflo'wn pamphlets, I fuppofe : — 
" All fcribbled in the nvorft of times, 515 

« To palliate his friend Oxford's crimes ; 
4i To praife queen Anne, nay more, defend her, 
" As never favouring the Pretender : 
4< Or libels yet conceal'd from fight, 
4S Againft the court to lhew his /pit e : 520 

" Perhaps his travels, part the third; 
- 4i . A lye at every fecond word — 
4i OfFenfive to a loyal ear : — 
" But — not onefermon, you may/w^ir." 

" He knew an hundred pleafing flories, 525 

• 4t With all the turns of Whigs and Tories : 
" Was chearful to "his dying-day j 
" And friends would let him have his way. 

" As for his works in verfe or profe, 
" 1 own myfelf no judge of thofe. 530 

*' Nor can I tell what criticks thought them ; 
" But this I know, all people bought them, 
" As with a moral view defign'd, 
Xi To pleafe and to reform mankind : 
" And, if he often mifs'd his aim, 535 - 

" The world muft own it to \heir /bame, 
" The praife is his, and theirs the blame, 
" He gave the little wealth he had 
*" To build a houfe for fools and mad j 

Vol. II. T T« 
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u To fhew, by one fatiric touch, yy$ 

" No nation wanted it fo much. 

" That kingdom he hath left his debtor, 

" I wilh it foon may have a better. 

"And, fince you dread no fartlicr la/bts, 

" Mcthinks you may forgive bis a/besS* 545 

AN EPISTLE TO TWO FRIENDS*. 

TO DR. H EL SHAM. 
Sir, Nov. 23, at nrjrht, 1731. 

H E N I left you, I found myfelf of the grape's 



W 



juice fickj 
I 'm fo full of pity, I never abufe fick ; 
And the paiienteft patient that ever you knew (ick ; 
Both when I am purge- fick, and when I am fpew-fick. 
I pitied my cat, whom I knew by her mew (ick 5 
She mended at lirfr, but now me 's a-new fick. 
Captain Butler made fome in the church black and blue 

fick; 

Dean Oofs, had he preach'd, would have made us all 

pew-fick. 
Are not you, in a crowd when you fweatand (lew, (ick? 
Lady Santi;, got <>ut of the church when (he grew fick, 

* This medley (for it cannot be called a poem) is 
given as a fpcciinen of thofe bagatelles for which the 
Dean hath pvrhaps been too feverely cenfured. Some 
which were dill more exceptionable are fuppreflfed. N. 
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•And, as faft as fhe could, to the deanry flew fick. 
Mifs Morice was (I can you aflure 'tis true) fick : 
For, who would not be in that numerous crew fick ? 
Such mufick would make a fanatick or Jew fick, 
Yet, ladies are feldom at ombre or lue fick : 
Nor is old Nanny Shales, whene'er Ihe does brew, fick. 
My footman came home from the church of a bruife fick, 
And look'd like a rake, who was made in the Hews fick; 
But you learned doctors can make whom you chufe fick : 
And poor I myfelf was, when I withdrew, fick ; ' 
For the fmell of them made me like garlick and rue fick, 
And I got through the crowd, though not let by a clue, 

fick. 
You hop'd to find many (for that was your cue) fick ; 
But there was not a dozen (to give them their due) fick, 
And thofe, to be fure, ftuck- together like glew, fick. 
So are ladies in crowds, when they fqueeze and they 

fcrew, fick, 
You may find they are all, by their yellow pale hue, fick; 
So am I, when tobacco, like Robin, I chew, fick. 



TO DR. SHERIDAN, 

IF I write any more, it will make my poor Mufe fick. 
This night I came home with a very cold dew fick, 
And I wifli I may foon be not of an ague fick} 
But I hope I fhall ne'er be, like you, of a lhrcw fick, 
Who often has made me, by looking afkew, fick. 
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DR. HELSHAM'S ANSWER. 

THE Doctor's firfl rhyme would make any Jew tick: 
I know it has made a fine lady in blue fick, 
For which fhe is gone in a coach to Killbrew fick, 
Like a hen I once had, from a fox when fhe flew fick : 
Laft Monday a lady at St. Patrick's did fpew fick, 
And made all the reft of the folks in the pew fick ; 
The furgeon who bled her his lancet out drew fick, 
And ftopt the diftemper, as being but new fick. 
The yacht, the laft ftorm, had all her whole crew fick; 
Had we two been there, it would have made me and 

you fick : 
A lady that long'd, is by eating of glew fick ; 
Did you ever know one in a very good QJick ? 
I 'm told that my wife is by winding a clue fick ; 
The doctors have made her by rhyme and by rue fick. 
There 's a gamefter in town, for a threw that he 
threw fick, 
And yet the old trade of his dice lie '11 purfue fick ; 
I 've known an old mifer for paying his due fick ; 
At prefent I 'm grown by a pinch of my fhoe fick, 
And what would you have me with verfes to do fick ? 
Send rhymes, and I 'Jl fend you fome others in lieu fick. 
Of rhymes I 've a plenty, 
And therefore fend twenty. 
Anfwered the fame day when fent, Nov. 23. 
I defire you will carry both thefe to the Doctor, toge- 
ther with his own j and let him know we are not perfons 
to be infultcd. 
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" Can you match with me, 

" Who fend thirty-three ? 

" You mud get fourteen more, 

" To make up thirty-four : 

" But, if me you can conquer, 

" I '11 own you a ftrong cur*." 
This morning I 'm growing by fmelling of yew lick; 
My brother 's come over with gold from Peru fick ; 
Laft night I came home in a ftorm that then blew lick ; 
This moment my dog at a cat I halloo fick ; 
I hear, from good hands, that my poor coufin Hugh 's fick j 
By quaffing a bottle, and pulling a fcrew fick : 
And now there 's no more I can write (you '11 excufe) 

fick; 
You fee that I fcorn to mention word mufick. 

I '11 do my beft, 

To fend the reft 5 

Without a jeft, 

I '11 ftand the teft. 
Thefe lines that I fend you, T hope you 11 perufe fick; 
I '11 make you with writing a little more news fick ; 
Laft night I came home with drinking of booze fick ; 
My carpenter fwears that he '11 hack and he Ml hew fick : 
An officer's lady, I 'm told, is tattoo- fick ; 
I 'm afraid that the line thirty-four you will view fick. 
Lord ! I could write a dozen more ; 
You fee, I *ve mounted thirty-four. 

* The lines " thus marked" were written by Dr. 
Swift, at the bottom of Dr. Helfham's twenty lines j 
and the following fourteen were afterwards *dd<yl w^xSc*. 
fame paper. N. 

T * ^*^ 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON THE EUSTS* IN RICHMOND HERMITAGE. 17J2., 

" Sic fibi laetantur Do&L" 
'TXT' I T H honour thus by Carolina plac'd, 
* * How are thefc venerable buftoes grac'd ! 

Queen, with more than regal title crown'd, 
For love of arts and piety renown'd ! 

How do the friends of virtue joy to fee 
Her darling fons exalted thus by thee ! 
Nought to their fame can now be added more*. 
Rcver'd by her whom all mankind adore. 

another; 

LEWIS the living learned fed, 
And rais'd the fcicntifk head : 
Our frugal Queen, to fave her meat, 
Exalts the heads that cannot eat. 

A Conclusion drawn from the above Epigrams,. 
and fent to the D rapier. 
SINCE Anna, whofe bounty thy merits had fedV 
Ere her own was laid low, had exalted thy head 5 
And fince our good Queen to the wife is fo juft, 
To raife heads for fuch as are humbled in duft, 

1 wonder, good man, that you are not envaulted ; 
Pr'ythee, go and be dead, and be doubly exalted. 

Dr. Swift's Answer. 
HER majefty never fhall be my exalter ; 
And yet /he would raife me, I know, by a halter t 

* Newton, Locke, Ctafce> *tA^«taW» 
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TO THE REVEREND DR. SWIFT. 

WITH A PRESENT OF A PAPER-BOOK FINELY BOUND 
ON HIS BIRTH-DAY, NOVEMBER 30, 1732. 

BY JOHN EARL OF ORRERY. 

npO thee, dear Swift, thefe fpotlcfs leaves I fend j 
"*" Small is the prefent, but fincere the friend. 
Think not fo poor a book below thy care ; 
Who knows the price that thou canft make it bear ? 
Though tawdry now, and, like Tyrilla's face, 
The fpecious front fhines out with borrow'd grace; 
Though pafte-boards, glittering like a tinfePd coat, 
A rafa tabula within denote : 
Yet, if a venal and corrupted age, 
And modern vices, fhould provoke thy rage 5 
If, warn'd once more by their impending fete, 
A finking country and an injur'd ftate 
Thy great afliftance mould again demand, 
And call forth reafon to defend the land; 
Then fhall we view thefe meets with glad furprize 
Infpir'd with thought, and fpeaking to our eyes : 
Each vacant fpace mall then, enrich'd, difpenfe 
True force of eloquence, and nervous fenfe; 
Inform the judgement,' animate the heart, 
And facred rules of policy impart. 
The fpangled covering, bright with fplen.did ore, 
Shall cheat the fight with empty mow no more : 

T * ^N&. 
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But lead us inward to thofe golden mines, 
Where all thy foul in native luftre (nines. 
So when the eye furveys fome lovely fair, 
With bloom of beauty grac'd, with fhape and air r 
How is the rapture heighten'd, when we find 
Her form excelled by her celeflial mind ! 



VERSES LEFT WITH A SILVER STANDISH 

ON THE DEAN OF ST. PATRICK'S DESK, 

ON HIS BIRTH-DAY. 

BY DR. DELANY. 

TTITHER from Mexico I came, 
•*• •*" To ferve a proud Iernian dame : 
Was long fubmitted to her will ; 
At length (he loft me at quadrille. 
Through various fhapes I often pafs'd, 
Still hopiDg to have reft at laft; 
And ftill ambitious to obtain 
Admittance to the patriot dean ; 
And fometimes got within his door, 
But foon turn'd out to ferve the poor* $ 
Not ftroling Idlenefs to aid, 
But honeft Induftry decay'd. 

* Alluding to 500/. a year lent by the Dean, without 
iutercft, to poor tradefmen, F. 

At 



VERSES ON A SILVER STANDISH. *** 

At length an artift purchase me, 
And wrought me to the fhape you fee. 

This done, to Hermes, I apply'd t 
" O Hermes ! gratify my pride;. 
" Be it my fate to ferve a fage, 
u The greateft genius of his age ; 
" That? matchlefs pen let me fupply, 
« Whofe living lines will never die !" 

I grant your fuit ; the God reply'd* 
And here he left me to refide. 



VERSES 

OCCASIONED BY 

THE FOREGOING PRESENTS 

A PAPER-BOOK is fent by Boyle, 
■*■ ^ Too neatly gilt for me to foil* 
Delany fends a filver ftandifli, 
When I no more a pen can brandifha 
Let both around my tomb be plac'ds ! 

As trophies of a Mufe deceas'd : 
And let the friendly lines they writ 
In praife of long-departed wit 
Be grav'd on either fide in columns, 
More to my praife than all my volumes 
To burft with envy, fpite, and rage, 
The Vandals of the prcfcnt age. 
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THE BEASTS CONFESSION 
TO THE PRIEST, 

ON OBSERVING HOW MOST MEN MISTAKE 
THEIR OWN TALENTS. I7J2. 

YXTHEN beads could fpeak (the learned fay, 

* * They dill can do fo every day), 
It feems, they had religion then, 
As much as now we find in men. 
It happen'd, when a plague broke out 
(Which therefore made them more devout), 
The king of brutes (to make it plain, 
Of quadrupeds I only mean) 
By proclamation gave command, 
"• That every fubjeft in the land 

Should to the prieft confefs their fins j 

And thus the pious wolf begins. 

Good father, I muft own with lhame, 

That often I have been to blame : 

I muft confefs,' on Friday laft, 

Wretch that I was ! I broke my faft : 

But I defy the bafeft tongue 

To prove I did my neighbour wrong j 

Or ever went to feck my food 

By rapine, theft, or thirft of blood. 

The afs, approaching next, confefs'd, 
That in his heart he lov'd a jeft : 

& wag 
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A wag he was, he needs muft own, 
And could not let a dunce alone : 
Sometimes his friend he would not fpare, . 
And might perhaps be too fevere : , * 

But yet, the worft that could be faid, . 
He was a ivit both born and bred j 
And, if it be a fin or fhame, 
Nature alone muft bear the blame : 
One fault he hath, is forry for *t, 
His ears are half a foot too fliort ; 
Which could he to the ftandard bring,. 
He *d (hew his face before the king : 
Then for his voice, there *s none difputes^ 
That he 's the nightingale of brutes. 

The fwine with contrite heart allow'd,. 
His fhape and beauty made him pcoud : 
In diet was perhaps too nice, 
But gluttony was ne'er his vice : 
In every turn of life content, 
And meekly took what fortune fent :- 
Inquire through all the parifh round, 
A better neighbour ne'er was found t. 
His vigilance might fome difpleafe ; 
*Tis true, he hated {loth like peafe. 

The mimic ape began his chatter, 
How evil tongues his life befpatter : 
Much of the cenforing world complain'd^ 
Who faid, his gravity was feign'd : 
Indeed the ftri&nefs of his morals 
Engag'd him in an hundred quarrels t 
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He faw, and he was griev'd to fee *t r 
His zeal was fometimes indifcreec : 
He found his virtues too fevere 
For our corrupted times to bear: 
Yet fuch a lewd licentious age 
Might well excufe a Stoic's rage. 

The goat advanced with decent pace ; 
And firlt excus'd his youthful face ; 
Forgivenefs begg'd, that he appcar'd 
('Twas nature's fault) without a beard. 
'Tis true, he was not much inclin'd 
To fondnefs for the female kind; 
Not, as his enemies object, 
From chance, or natural defect: ; 
Not by his frigid conftif ution ; 
But through a pious refolution : 
For he had made a holy vow 
Of chaftity, as Monks do now ; 
Which he refolv'd to keep for ever hence, 
And Arictly too, as doth his * Reverence. 

Apply the talc, and you fhall find, 
How juft it fuits with human-kind. 
Some faults we own : but, can you guefs ? 
—Why, virtues carried to excefs, 
Wherewith our vanity endows us, 
Though neither foe nor friend allows us. 

The lawyer fwcars (you may rely on *t) 
He never fqucez'd a needy client ; 

# The pried his confeflbr. 
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And this he makes his conftant rule ; 
For which his brethren call him fool : 
His conference always was fo nice, 
He freely gave the poor advice ; 
By which he loft, he may affirm, 
A hundred fees lad Eafter-term. 
While others of the learned robe 
Would break the patience of a Job ; 
No pleader at the bar could match 
His diligence and quick difpatch ; 
Ne'er kept a caufc, he well may boaft, 
Above a term, or two at molt. 

The cringing knave, who fecks a place 
Without fuccefs, thus tells his cafe : 
Why mould he longer mince the matter ? 
He fail'd, becaufe he could not flatter 5 
He had not learn'd to turn his coat, 
Nor for a party give his vote : 
His crime he quickly underftood ; 
Too zealous for the nation's good : 
He found the minifters refent it, 
Yet could not for his heart repent it. 

The chaplain vows, he cannot fawn, 
Though it would raife him to the lawn : 
He pafs'd his hours among his books j 
You find it in his meagre looks : 
He might, if he were worldly wife, 
Preferment get, and fpare his eyes : 
But own'd, he had a ftubborn fpirit, 
That made him trull alone to merit : 

i 
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Would rife by merit to promotion ; 
Alas ! a mere chimeric notion. 

The doctor, if you will believe him, 
Confefs'd a fin ; (and God forgive him I ) 
Call'd up at midnight, ran to fave 
A blind old beggar from the grave : 
But fee how Satan fpreads his fnares 5 
He quite forgot to fay his prayers. 
He cannot help it for his heart 

'Sometimes to a£t, the parfon's part : 

^Quotes from the Bible many a fentence, 
That moves his patients to repentance : 

. And, when his medicines do no good, 
Supports their minds with heavenly food, 
At which, however well intended, 
He hears the clergy are offended ; . 
And grown fo bold behind his back, 

" To call him hypocrite and quack. 
In his own church he keeps a feat ; 
Says grace before and after meat ; 
And calls, without affecting airs, 
His houfehold'twice a day to prayers. 
.He fliuns apothecaries fhops; 
And hates to cram the fick with {lops : 
He fcorns to make his art >a trade ; 
Nor bribes my lady's favourite maid. 

.Old nurfe-keepers would never hire, 
To recommend him to the fquire 5 
Which others, whom he will not name, 

-Have often pra&is'd to their frame. 
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The ftatefman tells you, with ajkeer. 
His fault is to be too Jituerei 
And, having no finifter ends, 
Ts apt to disoblige his friends. v 

The nation's good, his mailer's glory, 
" Without regard to Whig or Tory, 
Were all the fchemes he had in view % 
Yet he was fccondcd by few : 
Though forne had fpread a thoufand lyes, 
'Twas be defeated the Excife. 
'Twas known, though he had borne afperfion, 
Thatjianding troops were his averfion : 
His practice was, in every flation, 
To ferve the king, and pleafe the nation. 
Though hard to find in every cafe 
The fitted man to fill a place : 
His promifes he ne'er forgot, 
But took memorials on the fpot : 
His enemies, for want of charity, 
Said, he affected popularity : 
'Tis true, the people underftood, 
That all he did was for their good* 
Their kind affections he has try'd 5 
No love is loft on either fide. 
He came to court With fortune clear, 
Which now he runs out every year : .. 

Muft, at the rate that he goes on, 
Inevitably be undone : 
Oh ! if his mnjefty would pleafe 
To give him but a writ of cafe, 

7 ^**k 
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Would grant him licence to retire, 
As it hath long been his defire, 
By fail accounts it would be found, 
He's poorer by ten thoufand pound. 
He owns, and hopes it is no fin, 
He ne'er was partial to his kin ; 
He thought it bafe for men in flations 
To crowd the court with their relations * 
His country was his deareft mother, 
And every virtuous man his brother ; 
Through modefty or aukward fhame 
(For which he owns himfelf to blame), 
He found the wifeft man he could, 
Without refpecl: to friends or blood ; 
Nor ever a£ts on private views, 
When he hath liberty to chufe. 

The fharper fwore, he hated play, 
Except to pafs an hour away : 
And well he might j for, to his cofl^ 
By want of fkill, he always loft ; 
He heard there was a club of cheats, 
Who had contrivM a thoufand feats ; 
Could change the flock, or cog a dye, 
And thus deceive the fharpeft eye : 
Nor wonder how his fortune funk, 
His brothers fleece him when he *s drunk. 

I own the moral not exact ; 
Befides, the tale is falfe in fa£t j 
And fo abfurd, that, could I raife up 
From fields Elyfian, fabling JEfop ; 
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I would accufe him to his face 
For libeling the four-foot race. 
Creatures of every kind but ours 
Well comprehend their natural powers.; 
While we, whom reafon ought to fwayv 
Mittake our talents every day. 
The afs was never known fo ftuprd 
To a& the part of Tray or Cupid; 
Nor leaps upon his matter's lapy 
There to he ttroak'd, and fed with papv 
As ^fop- would the world perfuade j 
He better unJerftands his trade : 
Nor comes, whene'er his lady whittles ; 
But carries loads, and feeds on t hi files-. 
Our author's meaning, I prefumc* is 
A creature bifes et implumis-, 
Wherein the* moralitt defignU 
A compliment on humane-kind: 
For here he owns, that now and then 
Bcatts may degenerate into men. 

ADVICE TO A PARSON. 175*. 

TTTOULD you rife in the church ? he ttupid and dull: 

Be empty of learning, of infolence full ; 
Though lewd and immoral, be formal and grave, 
In flattery an artiji, in fawning zjlavc: 
No merit, no fcrence, no virtue, is wanting 
In him that \ accoiupliuVd in cringing and canting. 
Vol. U. U ^* 
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Be ftudious to pra&ife true meatmefs offtirit j . 
For who but lord Bolton * was mitred for merit t 
Would you wifli to be wrapt in a rochet f in flwit, 
Be pox'd and profane as F — n or Hone f. 

THE PARSON'S CASE. 

nPHAT you, friend Marcus, like a Stoick, 
"*- Can wilh to die in drains heroic, 
No real fortitude implies : 
Yet, all muft own, thy wifli is wife. 
Thy curate's place, thy fruitful wife, 
Thv bufy, drudging fcene of life, 
Thy infolent, illiterate vicar, 
Thy want of all-confoling liquor, 
Thy thread-bare gown, thy caflbek rent, 
Thy credit funk, thy money fpent, 
Thy week made up of failing-days, 
Thy grate unconfeious of a blaze, 
And, to complete thy other curfes, 
The quarterly demands of nuifes* 
Arc ills you wifely wilh to leave, 
And fly for refuge to the grave : 
And, O, what virtue you exprefs, 
In wifhing fuch afflictions lefs ! 

But, now, (hould Fortune (hift the fcene, 
And make thy Curate (hip a Dean ; 

* Then archbifhop of Cafhcl. 
f At that time biftio^ o£ KAlmare. 
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Or fome rich benefice provide, 
To pamper luxury and pride ; 
With labour fmall, and income great j 
With chariot lefs for xifc than ftate ; 
With f welling fcarf and glofly gown, 
And licenfe to refide in town ; 
To fliine, where all the gay refort, 
At concerts, coffee- houfe, or court, 
And weekly perfecute his Grace, 
With vifits, or to beg a place; 
With underlings thy flock to teach, 
With no defire to pray or preach ; 
With haughty fpoufe in vefture fine, 
With plenteous meals and generous wine; 
Wouldft thou not wifii, in fo much eafe, 
Thy years as numerous as thy days ? 



THE HARDSHIP UPON THE LADIES. 

1733- 

DOOR ladies I though their bufinefs be to play, 
1 'Tis hard they muft be bufy night and day : 
Why mould they want the privilege of men, 
tfor take fomc fmall diverfions now and then? 
-lad women been the makers of our laws 
And why they were not, I can fee no caufe) ; 
The men mould (lave at cards from morn to night ; 
knd female pleafures be to read and write. 

U a KLO\ r, S. 
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A LOVE SONG, 

IN THE MODERN TASTE. 1733, 

I, 

"CLUTTERING fpread thy purple ptnifltis, 
•*• Gentle Cupid, o'er my heart j 
I a (lave 4n thy dominions ; 
Nature mud give way to art. 

ir. 

Mid Arcadians, ever blooming, 

Nightly Aodding o'er your Books, 
See my weary days confaming 

All beneath yon flowtry locks* 
III. 
Thus the Cyprian goddefs weeping 

Mourn'd Adonis, darling youth. : 
Him the boar, in filence creeping, 

Gor'd with unrelenting tooth. 
IV. 
Cynthia, tune harmonious numbers j 

Fair Discretion, firing the lyre $ 
Socth my ever-waking (lumbers : 

Bright Apollo, lend thy choir. 
V. 
Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 

Ann 'd in adamantine chains, 
Lead me to the cryftal mirrors, 

Watering foft Ely fan ^Uias> 

NVYtan& 
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Mournful cyprefs, verdant willow, 

Gilding my Aurelia's brows, 
Morpheus, hovering o'er my pillow, 

Hear me pay «iy dying .vowt* 
VIJ. 
Melancholy fmooth Maeander, 

Swiftly purling in a round* 
On thy margin lovers wander, 

With itliy flowery duplets crown'4. 
VIII. 
Thin when Philomela drooping 

Softly fccks 4ier filent -mate, 
5ee the bird <of Juno (looping.; 

Melody refigns to fate* 



On dieWods BROTHER PROTESTANTS, 
and 'FELLOW CHRISTIANS, 

So familiarly ufed by die Advocates for the Repeal of 
the T^T-ACT.ia Ire*,an». 4733* 

AN inundation, -lays *he fable, 
O'erflow'd 4 farmer'* barn and flable* 
Whole ricks of hay and Hacks <of corn 
"Were down the Cudden current born<s 
While things *>f heterogeneous kind 
Together float with tide and wind. 
'The generous wheat forgot its pridc# 
Jtad Ldl Jd with litter fide by ndti 

U 2 ^xa&aq. 
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Uniting all, to mew their amity, 
As in a general calamity. t 

A ball of new-dropt horfe's dung. 
Mingling with apples in the throng. 
Said to the pippin plump and prim, 
•* See, brother, how we apples Swim." 

Thus Lamb, renown'd for cutting corns, 
An offer'd fee from RadclirF fcorns : 
" Not for the world— we doctors, brother, 
" Muft take no fees- of one another." :• ■ • 
Thus to a Dean fome Curate floven 
Subfcribes, " Dear Sir, your brother loving.** ;. 
Thus all the footmen, ihoe-boys, porters, 
About St. James's, cry, ** We couniere/' * 
Thus H— e in the houfe will prate, 
" Sir, we the minifters of ftate." 
Thus at the bar the blockhead Bettefworth, 
.Though half a crown o'erpays his fweat's worth. 
Who knows in law nor text nor margent, 
Calls Singleton his brother ferjeant. 
And thus fanatic faints, though neither in 
Do&rine. nor discipline our brethren, 
Are Brother Protcftants and Chriftians, 
As much as Hebrews and Philiftincs : 
But in no other fenfe, than nature 
Has made a rat our fellow-creature. 
Lice from your body fuck their food ; 
But is a louie your flefli and blood ? 
" Though born of human filth and fvveat, it 
May as well be faid man did beget it. 
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But maggots in your nofe and chin 

As well may claim you for their kin. 
Yet criticks may objeft, why not > 

Since lice are brethren to a Scot : 

Which made our fwarm of fe&s determine 

Employments for their brother vermin. 

But be they Engliffr, Irifh, Scottish, 

What Proteilant can be io fottiih, 

While o'er the church thefe clouds are gathering, 
• To call a fwarm of lice his brethren ? 
As Mofes, by divine advice, 

In Egypt turn'd the dull to lice ; 

And as our fefts, by all defcriptions, 

Have hearts more harden'd than Egyptians j 
. As from the trodden duft they fpring, 
. And, turn'd to lice, infeft the king : 

For pity's fake, it would be juft, 

A rod fhould turn them back to duft. 
Let folks in high or holy ftations 

Be proud of owning fuch relations; 

Let courtiers hug them in their bofom, 

As if they were afraid to lofe them : 

While I, with humble job, had rather 

Say to corruption — " Thou *rt my father." 

For he that has fo little wit 

To nouriih vermin, may be bit. ; 
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THE YAHOOS OVERTHROW; 

© R, * . 

THE KEVAN BAYL'S NEW BALLAD, 

UPON SERJEANT KITE'S INSULTING THE DJEAN* 

To the Trine of, "Deny down. 

JOLLY boys of St. JCevan's, St. Patrick's, Donoir, 
And Scnithficld, I '11 tell you, if not told before, 
How Bettefworth, that booby, and fcoundcei in grasi, 
Hapli infulted us all by infulting the Dean. 

Knqck him down, down, down, knock him down* 

The Dean and his merits ive every one "know, 
But this (kip of a Lawyer, Where the De*el did 'he grow? 
How greater his merit at Four Courts or Houfe, 
Than the barking of Towzer, or leap of a loufe f 

Knock him doivn, &e. 

That lie came from the Temple, his <rooral« do (how; 
#ut where his deep law is, few mortals yet know ; 
His lhc.toiic, bornbaft, filly jefls, are by far 
More like «o lampooning, than pleading at £ar. 

Knock hm down, &c 

Tim pedlar, atfpeaking and making of laws, 
Warb met with returns of all forts but applaufe 5 
Mas, w'vh noifc and odd geflures, been pratingfomcyeart, 
IVb* bon^Hex /o&s never durft for their ears. 

Knock him dow* 9 «te. 
<2* 
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Of all fizcs .and Ibits, the fanatical crow 
Are bis Brother Protectants, good men and true, 
Red "hat, and blue bonnet, and turbant 's the fame, 
What the De'cl is 't to him whence the Devil they came? 

Knock bim Jpwm, &c« 

Uobbcs, Tindfl, and Woolen* and Collins, and 
Kayler, 
And Muggleton, Toland, and Bradley the Taylor, 
Are Chriflians alike ; and it may be averred, 
He 's a Chriflian as good as the reft of the herd. 

Knock bim do*w* f &c 

He only the rights of the clergy debates, 
Their rights! their importance! We'll fet on new 

jrate* 
On their tithes at half-nothing, their pfiefthood, at lefs : 
What *s neatt to be voted with eafc you may guefe. 

Knock bim down, &c 

At length his Old Matter (I need not him name) 
To this damnable Speaker had long ow'd a (hame ; 
When his fpeech came abroad, he paid him off clean, 
By leaving him under the pen of the Dean, 

Knock bim down, &e»' 

Re kindled, as if the whole Satire had been 
Tlrc ©pprefiion of Virtue, not wages of Sin : 
He began, as he bragg'd, with a rant and * roar.} 
&t bragg'd bow he boune'd, and he fwore how Tie 
/wore. 

Knock bim dmw 9 &c 
Though. 
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Though he cringM to his Deanfhip in rcry low 
ft rains, 
To others he boafted of knocking out brains. 
And flitting of nofes, and cropping of ears, 
While his own afs's zaggs were more fit for the fhears. 

Knock him down, &x. 

On this Worrier of Deans whene'er we can hit, 
We '11 fliew him the way how to crojS and to flit j 
We '11 teach him fame better addrefs to afford 
To the Dean of all Deans, though he wears not a fword. 

Knock him doivn, &c. 

t We '11 colt him through Kevan, St. Patrick's, Donorc, 
And Smithfleld, as Rap was ne'er colted before; 
We'll oil him with, kennel, and powder him with 

grains, 
A modus right fit for infulters of Deans. 

Knock him down, &c 

And, when this is over, we '11 make him amends, 
To the Dean he fhall go; they fhall kifs and be friends: 
But how ? Why, the Dean fhall to him difclofe 
A face for to kifs, without eyes, ears, or nofe. 

Knock him down, &cq. 

If you fay this is hard on a man that is reckoned 
That fcrjeant at law whom we call Kite the Second, 
You uailtakc; for a (lave, who will coax his fuperiors, 
May be proud to be licking a great man'* pofteriors. 

Knock him down, &c. 
What 
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What eare we how high runs his paffion or pride ? 
Though his foul he defpifes, he values his hide; 
Then fear not hi$»*torigue,' or" Jjtfs flvord, Tj* hfe knife 5 
He '11 take his revenge on his innocent wife. 

' kndck *bim ddwuii, d&*um$ dxfmn^ keep bim down-. 
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ARCHBISHOP 6,t /.&&.$ k%'U 
£ AND BETTESWOR.TH. 

TTVEAR Dick, pr'ythec telity^hat paifioa you qaaye? 
"*^ The world is in doubt, whether hattetf ot lovorj 
And, while at gopd Cafbel you rail iwich fuch fjf»ice^ - 
Ttey flirewdly fufpe& it is. all but »bke„ 
You certainly know 1 , though fo loudly you vapour,/ 
His fpite cannot wound, who attempted the Df4pier» 
Then, pr'ythee, refle&, take & word o£ advice *. ..- 
And, as your old wont is, change fides in a trice r , K 
On his virtues hold -forth) 'tis the very bdft way* 
And fay of the man, what all honcft men. fay. 
But if, ftill obdurate, your anger remains,. 
If ftill your foul bofom more rancour, contains r 
Say then more than they; nay, laviihiy flatter, • 
'Tis your grofs panegyrics alone can bef patter : 
For thine, my dear Dick, give me leave to fpeak plain, 
Like a very foul mop, dirty more than they clean* 
„«* 
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ON P O E T R T-. 
A R H A P S O D Y. i 713 . 

A LL "human race would fain be wrfe, 
^ ^- And millions mifs for one that hits* 
Young's univerfal paffion, fride, 
Was never Itnown to fpread tfo wide* 
Hay, .Britain, could you *ver boift 5 

Three poets in an age at moil ? 
Our chilling climate hardly bears 
A/prig of bays in fifty years : 
While every food his claim ailedgec, 
As if it grew in common hedges. to 

What reafon can there be aflign'd < 
Far this -penrerfenefs in the mind ? 
Bjputes'find out where their talents lies 
A btar will not attempt to fly ; 
A founderd iar/* will oft' debate, a % 

Before he tries a fure-barr'd gate 4 
A dog by inftinct turns aiide. 
Who fees the ditch too deep and wide. 
But man we rind the only creature 
Who, ied by felly, combats Nature; *• 

Who, vrhtnjbe loudly .cries,, forbear* 
With obftinacyjixes there j 
And, where his genius lead inclines* 
Abfurdly bends ilk whole defigns* 
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Not empire to the rifing fun a 5 

By valour, conduft, fortune woof 
Not higheft <wifdom in debates 
For framing laws t© govern ftatesj 
Nbe (kill in fciences profound 
So large to grafp the circle round 1 39 

Such heavenly influence require. 
As how to ftrike the Mufe's lyre* 

Not beggar's brat on bulk begot % 
Not baftard of a pedlar Scot ; 
Not boy brought up to cleaning (hoes, 35 

The fpawa of Bridewell or the ftews ; 
Not infants dropt, the fpurious pledges 
Of gipjies littering under hedges»s. 
Are fo difqualify'd by fate 

To rife in church, or iaw r oxftate f 4© 

As he whom Phoebus in his ire 
Hath blafted with poetic fire. 

What hope of cuftom in the fair, 
While not a foul demands your ware * 
Where you have nothing to produce 45, 

For private life, or public ufe? 
Court, city, country, want you not; 
You cannot bribe, betray, or plot* 
For poets, law makes no provifion ? 
The wealthy have you in derifion 5. $.©• 

Of llate-affairs you cannot fmatter ; 
Are awkward when you try to flatter? 
Your portion, taking Britain round, 
Was juft one annual hundred pound $. 
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Now not fo much as in remainder, ^ 

Since Cibber brought-in an attainder; 

For ever nVd by right divine 

(A monarch's right) on Grubftreet line. 

Poor ftarveling bard, how fmall thy gains t 
How un pro port ion'd to thy pains i 6a 

And here zfimile comes pat in : 
Though chickens take a month to fatten, 
The guefts in lefs than half an hour 
Will more than half a fcore devour. 
So, after toiling twenty days 65 

To earn a ftock of pence and praife, 
Thy labours, grown the critic's prey, 
Are fwallow'd o'er a diih of tea : 
Gone to be never heard of more, 
"Gone where the chickens went before. 7# 

How {hall a new attempter learn 
Of different fpirits to difcera, 
And how diftinguifh which is which. 
The poet's vein* or fcribbling i:ch ? 
Then hear an old experiene'd (inner, 75 

Inftru£ting thus a young beginner. 

Confult yourfelf ; and if you find 
A powerful impulfe urge your mind, 
Impartial judge within your breaft 
What fubje& you can manage beft ; 80 

Whether your genius moft inclines 
To fatire, praife, or humourous lines, 
To elegies in mournful tone, 
Or prologue fent from baud unknown. 
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Then, rifing with Aurora's light, 8$ 

The Mufe invok'd, fit down tx> write; 

Blot out, correct, infert, refine, 

Enlarge, diminifh, interline $ 

Be mindful, when invention fails, 

To fcratch your head, and bite your nails. 90 

Your poem finifh'd, next your care 
Is needful to tranferibe it fair. 
In modern wit all printed trafli is 
Set off with numerous breaks and dajbes. 

To ftatefmen would you give a wipe, g« 

You print it in Italic type. 
When letters are in vulgar fhapes, 
*Tis ten to one the wit efcapes : 
But, when in capitals expreft, 
The dulleft reader fmoaks the jeft : too 

Or elfe perhaps he may invent 
A better than the poet meant ; 
As learned commentators view 
In Homer more than Homer knew. 

Your poem in its modifh drefs, 10$ 

Correctly fitted for the prefs, 
Convey by penny-poft to Lintot, 
But let no friend alive look into *t. 
If Lintot thinks 'twill quit the cod, 
You need not fear your labour loft : no 

And how agreeably furpriz'd 
Are you to fee it advertis'd ! 
The hawker fhews you one in print, 
As frefh as farthings from the mint : 
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The produ& of your toil and f wearing ; 115 

A baftard oi your own begetting. , 

Be fure at Will's, the following day* 
Lie fnug, and hear what critics fay j. 
And, if you find the general vogue. 
Pronounces you a ftupid rogue, no 

Damns all your thoughts as low and little, 
Sit frill, and fwallow down your fpktlc 
Be (ilent as a politician, 
For talking may beget fufpicion ? 
Or praife the judgement of the town> 12.5 

And help yourfelf to run it down. 
Give up your fond paternal pride,. 
Nor argue on the weaker fide : 
For poems read without a name 
We juftly praife, or juftly blame j 130 

And critics have no partial views, 
Except they know whom they abufe : 
And, fince you ne'er provoke their fpite, 
Depend upon 't their judgement 's right. 
But if you blab, you are undone : 135 

Confider what a rifk you run : 
You lofe your credit all at once * r 
The town will raaik you for a dunce* 
The vileft doggrel, Grubftreet fends, ' 
Will pafs for yours with foes and friends. 1 149 

And you mufl bear the whole difgrice, 
Till fome frefh blockhead takes your place 

Your fecret kept, your poem funk, 
Anil fent in quires to line a trunk, 
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If ftill you be difpos'd to rhyme, 145 

Go try your hand a fecond time. 
Again you fail : yet Safe *s the word J 
Take courage and attempt a -third. 
But firft with care employ your thoughts 
Where critics mark'd your former faults 5 ' - 150 
The trivial turns, the borrow'd wit, 
The /miles that nothing fit ; 
The cant which every fool repeats, 
Town-jefts and coffee-houfe conceits, 
Defcriptions tedious, flat and dry, 155 

And introdue'd the Lord knows why : 
Or where we find your fury fet 
Againft the harmlefs alphabet; 
On A's and B's your malice vent, 
While readers wonder whom you meant 5 \i% 

A public or a private robber, 
AJIatefman, or a South-feayo^r ; 
A prelate who no God believes; 
A parliament, or den of thieves ; 
A pick-putfe at the bar or bench, 165 

A dutchefs, or a fuburb- wench : 
Or oft', when epithets you link 
In gaping lines to fill a chink ; 
Like flepping-flones, to fave a ftride, 
In ftreets where kennels are too wide; 17© 

Or like a heel-piece, to fupport 
A cripple with one foot too fhort; 
Or like a bridge, that joins a marifli 
To moorlands of a different pariftu 
Vol. II. X ^ 
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So have I feen ill-coupled hounds 17$ 

Drag different ways in miry grounds* 

fco geographers in Afiic maps 

With favage pi&urcs rill their gaps, 

And o'er unhabitable downs 

Place elephants for want of towns. 1S0 

But, though you mifs your third eflay, 
You need not throw your pen away. 
Lay now afide all thoughts of fame, 
To fpring more profitable game. 
From party- merit feck fupport ; 485 

The vileft verfe thrives beft at court. 
A pamphlet in Sir Bob's defence 
Will never fail to bring-in pence 3 
Nor be concerned about the fale, 
He pays his workmen on the n/*l. 190 

A prince, the moment he is crown'd, 
Inherits every virtue round, 
As emblems of the fovercign power, 
Like other baubles in the Tower : 
Js generous, valiant, juft, and wife, t*5 

' And (o continues till he dies : 
His humble fenate this profefies, 
In all their fpeeckts, votes, addreflu* 
But once you fix him in a tomb ; 
His virtues fade, his vices bloom ; 40* 

And each perfection, wrong imputed, 
Is fully at his death confuted. 
The loads of poems in his praife, 
Aiccading, make one funeral blaze : 

At 
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As foon as you can hear his knell, 205 

This god on earth turns devil in hell : 

And lo ! his minifters of 4tate, 

Transform'd to imps, his levee wait 5 

Where, in the fcenes of endlefs woe, 

They ply their former arts below ; ai© 

And, as they fail in Charon's boat, 

Contrive to bribe the judge's vote j 

To Cerberus they give a fop, 

His triple-barking mouth to flop ; 

Or in the ivory gate of dreams 215 

Projeft excife and South-fea fchemes ; 

Or hire their party-pamphleteers 

To fet Elyfium by the ears* 

Then, poet, if you mean to thrive, 
Km ploy your Mufe on kings alive; 220 

With prudence gathering up a duller 
Of all the virtues you can mufler, 
Which, form'd into a garland fweet, 
Lay humbly at your monarch's feet; 
Who, as the odours reach his throne, as 5 

Will fmile, and think them all his own ; 
For law and go/pel both determine 
All virtues lodge in royal ermine: 
( I mean the oracles of both, •'■* "' 
Who fnali depofe it upon oath.) 130 

Your garland in the following reign, 
Change but the names, will do again. 

Bur, if you think this trade too bafe, 
(Which feldoffi. is the dunce's cafe,) 

Xi ^^ 
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Put on the critick's brow, and fit 235 

At Will's the puny judge of wit. 
A nod, a fhrug, a fcornful (mile, 
With caution us'd, may ferve a while. 
Proceed no further in your part, 
Uefore you learn the terms of art ; 240 

For you can never l>e too far gone 
In all our modern criticks* jargon : 
Then talk with more authentic face 
Of unities, in time and place; 
Get fcraps of Horace from your friends, 245 

And have them at your fingers ends; 
Learn Ariftotle's rules by rote, 
And at all hazards lx>ldly quote ; 
Judicious Rymer oft* review, 
Wife Dennis, and profound BoflTu. 150 

Read all the prefaces of Dryden, 
For thefe our criticks much confide in 
(Though merely writ at firfl for filling, 
To raife the volume's price a dulling). 
* A forward critick often dupes us 155 

With (ham quotations peri bup/ous s 
And if we have not read Longinus, 
Will magiflerially outfhine us. 
Then, left with Greek he over-run ye, 
Procure the book for love or money, 26* 

Tranflatcd from Boileau's tranflation, 
And quote quotation on quotation. 

At Will's you hear a poem read, 
Where Battus from \\\t \*\AvVvftaA, 
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Reclining on his elbow-chair, 265 

Gives judgement with decifive air ; 
To whom the tribe of circling wits 
As to an oracle fubmits. 
He gives directions to the town, 
. To cry it up, or run it down ; . 379 

Like courtiers, when they- fend a note, 
Inftru&ing members how to vote. 
He fets the {tamp of bad and good, 
Though not a word be underflood. 
Your leflbn learn'd, you '11 be fecure 275 

To get the name of connoiffkur : 
And, when your merits once are known, 
Procure difciples of your own. 
For poets (you can never want them) 
Spread through Augufta Trinobantura, i3# 

Computing, by their pecks of coals, 
Amount to juft nine thoufand fouls : 
Thefe o'er their proper diftritts govern, 
Of wit and humour judges fovereign. 
In every ftreet a city- bard 285 

Rules, like an alderman, his ward ; 
His indifputed rights extend 
Through all the lane, from end to end ; 
The neighbours round admire his Jbrtwdnefs 
For fongs of loyalty and lewadntfr* 299 

Out-done by none in rhyming well, 
Although he never learn'd to fpelL 

Two bordering wits contend for glory \ 
And one is Whig, and/ one is Tory : 

X 3 K^ 
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And this for epics claims the bays, 19- 

And that for elegiac lays : 
Some fam'd for numbtrs fort and fmooth, 
Bv lovers fpoke in Punch's booth 5 
Ami fome as julUy fame extols 
' Foi lofty lines in Smithfield drolls. 33* 

Bavius in Wapping gains renown. 
And Maevius reigns o'er Kentira-town » 
Tigcllius plac*d in Phoebus' car 
From Ludgate (hines to Temple-bar t 
Harmonious Cibber entertains j c 

The court with annual birth-day {trains $ 
Whence Gay was banifiVd in difgrace ; 
Where Pope will never fhow his face j 
Where Young muft torture his invention ' 

To flatter knaves, or lofe his pen/Son. 310 

But thefc are not a rhoufandth part 
Of jobbers in the poet's art, 
Attending each his proper itation, 
And all in due fubordi nation, 

m Through every alley to be found, gig 

Jn garrets high, or under ground | 
And when they join their pericrania, 
Out Ikips a book of mifcellanies. 
Hobbes clearly proves, that every creature 
Lives in a (late of war by nature. jit 

The greater for the fmalleft watch, 
But meddle feldom with their match* 
A whale of moderate fize will draw 
«A Jfcoal of herrings dowa his maw 1 
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A fox with geefe his belly crams ; 325 

A wolf deftroys t thoufand lambs : 

But fearch among the rhyming race, 

The brave are worry'd by the bafe* 

If on Parnaflus* top you fit, 

You rarely bite, are always bit* 530 

Each poet of inferior fize 

On you fliall rail and criticife, 

And ltrive to tear you limb from limb* 

While others do as much for him. 

The vermin only teafe and pineK 335 

Their foes fuperior by an inch* 
So, naturalifls obferve, a flea 
Hath fmaller fleas that on him prey ? 
And thef* have fmaller ftill to bite 'em* 
And fo proceed ad infinitum. 340 

Thus every poet in his kind 
Is bit by him that comes behind t 
Who, though too little to be feen, 
Can ceaze, and gait, and give the fpleen ; 
Call dunces fools and ions of whores* 
Lay Grub-ftrect at each ether's doors ; 
Extol the Greek and Roman matters, 
And curfc our modem poetafters \ 
Complain, as many an ancient bard did, 
How genius is no more rewarded; 3^0 

How wrong a tafle prevails among us ; 
How much our anceftors out fun g us t 
Can perfonate an awkward fcom 
For thofe who are not poetc born ,* 
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And all their brother-dunces lift*. $5$ 

Who croud the prefs with hourly train* 

O Grub-ftreet ! how do I bemoan thee, 
Whofe gracelefs children fcora to own thee I 
Their filial piety forgot, 

Deny their country, lil^e a Scot ; 36* 

Though, by their idiom and grimace, 
They foon betray their native place : 
Yet thou haft greater caufe to be 
Aftiam'd of them, than they of thee, 
Degenerate from their ancient brood, 365 

Since firft the court allow 'd them food. 

Remains a difficulty (till, 
To purchafe fame by writing ill. 
From Flecknoe down to Howard's time, 
. How few have reach'd th<£ lo*w fublime I 37* 

For when our high-born Howard dy'd> 
Black more alone his place fupply'd : 
And, left: a chafm (hould intervene, 
When death had finifli'd B'ackmore's reign* 
The leaden crown devolv'd to thee, 375 

Great poet of tl*e hollow tret. 
But ah ! how unfecure thy throne ( 
A thoufand bards thy right difown : 
They plot to turn, in factious zeal, 
Duncenia to a common- weal ; 380 

And with rebellious arms pretend 
An equal privilege to defcend. 

In bulk there are not more degree* 
From elephants to mites in .cheefe, 
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Than what a curious eye may trace 385 

In creatures of the rhyming race. 

From bad to worfe, and worfe they fall; 

But who can reach the word of all ? 

For though, in nature, depth and height 

Are equally held infinite : 399 

In poetry, the height we know; 

Tis only infinite below. 

For inflance : when you ra&ly think, 

No rhymer can like Welfled fink, 

His merits balanced, you ihall find 395 

The Laureat leaves him far behind. 

Concannen, more afpiring bard, 

Soars downwards deeper by a yard. 

Smart Jemmy Moor with vigour drops: 

The red purfue as thick as hops. 400 

Vvith heads to points the # gulph they enter, 

Link'd perpendicular to the centre j 

And, as their heels elated rife, 

Their heads attempt the nether ikies. 

O, what indignity and fliame, ^ * 

To proftitute the Mufe's name i 
By flattering kings, whom Heaven deGgn'd 
The plagues and fcourges of mankind % 
Bred up in ignorance and iloth, 
And every vice that nurfes both. 41Q 

Fair Britain, in thy monarch bleft, 
Whofe virtues bear the ftri&eft teft j 
Whom never faftion could befpatter, 
Nor minifter nor poet flatter $ 
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What juftice in rewarding merit f 415 

What magnanimity of fpirit ! 

What lineaments divine we trace 

Through all his figure, mien, and face ! 

Though peace with olive bind his hands, 
1 Confefs'd the conquering hero ftands. 420 

Hydafpes, Indus, and the Ganges, 

Dread from his hand impending changes. 

From him the Tartar and Chincfc, 

Short by the knees, intreat for peace. 

The conjbrt of his throne and bed, 425 

A perfect goddefs born and bred, 

Appointed fovereign judge to fit 

On learning, eloquence, and wit. 

Our eldeft hope, divine lulus, 

(Late, very late, O may he rule us !) 430 

What early manhood has he lhown, 

Before his downy beard was grown ! 

Then think, what wonders will be done 

By going on as he begun, 

An heir for Britain to fecure 435 

As long as fun and moon endure. 
The remnant of the royal blood 

Comes pouring on me like a flood. 

Bright goddefles, in number five ; 

Duke William, fweetcft prince alive. 440 

Now fing the minifttr of fate, 

Who (bines alone without a mate. 

Obferve with what majeftic port 

This Adas {lands to £to$ tttc court : 
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Intent the public debts to pay, 445 

Like prudent Fabius, by delay. 

Thou great vicegerent of the king, 

Thy praifes every Mufe fhall fing f 

In all affairs thou fole director, 

Of wit and learning chief protector j 45* 

Though fmall the time thou haft to fpare, 

The church is thy peculiar care. 

Of pious prelates what a flock 

You chufe, to rule the fable flock ! 

You raife the honour of the pcerage f 45$ 

Proud to attend you at the fteerage. 

You dignify the noble race, 

Content yoUrfelf with humbler place* 

Now learning, valour, virtue, fenfe, 

To titles give the fole pretence. 46* 

St. George beheld thee with delight 

Vbuchfafe to be an azure knight, 

When on thy breads and fides Herculean, 

He fix'd thenar and firing cerulean* 

Say, poet, in what other nation 465 

Shone ever fuch a conftellation ! 

Attend, ye Popes, and Youngs, and Gays, 

And tune your harps, and llrow your bays : 

Your panegyricks here provide ; 

You cannot err on flattery's fide. 470 

Above the flars exalt your ftyle, 

You flill are low ten thoufand mile. 

On Lewis all his bards beftow'd 

Of incenfe many a thoufand load \ 
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But Europe mortify'd his pride, 47$ 

And fwore the fawning rafcals ly'd. 

Yet what the world refus'd to Lewis, 

Apply'd to George, cxa£tiy true is. 

Exactly true ! invidious poet ! 

9 X'is fifty thoufand times below it- 48* 

Tranflate me now fome lines, if you can, 
From Virgil, Martial, Ovid, Lucan. 
They could all power in Heaven divide* 
And do no wrong on either fide 5 
They teach you how to fplit a hair, 4 8 5 

Give George and Jove an equal (hare# 
Yet why fhould we be lae'd fo ftrait I 
I '11 give my monarch butter-weight. 
And reafon good j for many a year 
Jove never intermeddled here : 490 

Nor, though his priefts be duly paid, 
Did ever we defire his aid : 
We now can better do without him, 
Since Woolfton gave us arms to rout hinu 
Cetera dtfidtrantur. 



HORACE, BOOK IV. ODE XIX. IMITATED. 
TO HUMPHRY FRENCH, ESQ^. 1733. 

T) AT RON of the tuneful throng, 
•* O 1 too nice, and too fevcre ! 
Think not, that my country fong 
Shall difpleafe tivj hon&ft. eax* 

* Lord mayot oi *D^mu ^* ^^ 
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Chofen drains I proudly bring; 

Which the Mufcs* facred choir, 
When they gods and heroes fing, 

Dittate to th* harmonious lyre. 

Ancient Homer, princely bard ! 

Juft precedence ftill maintains ; 
With facred rapture Hill are heard 

Theban Pindar's lofty drains. 

Stilt the old triumphant fong, 

Which, when hated tyrants fell, 
Great Alcaeus boldly fung, 

Warns, indrafts, and pleafes well. 

Nor has Time's all-darkening {hade 

In obfcure oblivion prefs'd ? 

What Anacreon laugh'd and play'd ; 
Gay Anacreon, drunken pried 1 

Gentle Sappho, love-fick Mufe, 

Warms the heart with amorous fire; 
Still her tendered notes infufe 

Melting rapture, Toft defire. 

Beauteous Helen, young and gay, 

By a painted fopling won, 
Went not fird, fair nymph, adray, 

Fondly pleas'd to be undone. 

Nor young Teucer's ilaughtering bow, 

Nor bold "Hector's dreadful fword, 
Alone the terrors of the foe, 

Sow'd the Held with hoftile blood. 
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Many valiant chiefs of old 
Greatly liv'd and died, before 

Agamemnon, Grecian bold, 

Wag'd the ten years famous war. 

But their names, unfung, unwept, 

Unrecorded, loft and gone, 
Long in endlefs night have flepr, 

And (hail now no more be known. 

Virtue, which the poet's care 

Has not wcil confign'd to fame, 
Lies, as in the fepulchre 

Some old King without a name.. 
But, O Humphry, great and free, 

While my tuneful fongs are read, 
Old forgetful Time on thee 

Dark oblivion ne'er fhall fpread. 
When the deep-cut notes fhall fade 

On the mouldering Parian flone, 
On the brafs no more be read 

The perifhing infeription j 

Forgotten all the enemies, 

Envious G— — n's curfed fpite, 

And P — ■■■■ l 's derogating lies, 
Loft and funk in Stygian night: 

Still thy labour and thy care, 
What for Dublin thou hail done, 

In full luftrc fhall appear, 

And outline th* unclouded fun. 



TO HUMPHRY FRENCH, ESQ^ 3x9 

Large thy mind, and not untried, 

For Hibernia now doth tfand ; 
Through the calm, or raging tide* 

Safe conducts the (hip to land, 

Falfely we call the rich man great; 

He is only fo that knows 
His plentiful or fmall eftate 

Wifely to enjoy and ufe. 

He, in wealth or poverty, 

Fortune's power alike defies j 
And falfehood and diflionefly 

More than death abhors and flies : 

Flies from -death 1 — Na, meets it hravc, 

When the fuffering fo fevere 
May from dreadful bondage fave 

Clients, friends, or country dear. 
This the foverefgn -man* compleat^ 

Hero ; patriot j glorious ; free ; 
Rich and wife ; and good and greatf 

Generous Humphry, thou art He, 

A NEW SIMILE FOR THE LADIES. 
BY DR. SHERIDAN. 1733. 

u To make a writer mifs his end, 

44 You 've nothing cHe to do but mend. 

T OFTEN rry'd in vain to find 

"■■ AJimile for woman-kind, 

K jvnoU 
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Kfmili I mem to fit *em, 

In every circumftance to hit 'era. 

Through every bead and bird I went, 

I ranfack'd every element \ 

And, after peeping through all nature 

To find fo whimfical a creature, 

A cloud prefented to my view, 

And (trait this parallel I drew s 

Clouds turn with every wind about, 
They keep us in fufpence and doubt. 
Yet ofV pcrverfc, like woman-kind, 
Are feen to feud againft the wind : 
And are not women juft the fame ? 
For, who can tell at what they aim ? 

Clouds keep the ftouteft mortals under, 
When bellowing they djfeharge their thunder : 
So when th* alarum-bell is rung 
Of Xanti's evcrlafbng tongue, 
The huiband dreads its loudnefs more 
Than lightning's flafli, or thunder's roar* 

Clouds weep, as they do, without pain t 
And what arc tears but women s' rain ? 

The clouds alx>ut the welkin roamj 
And ladies never flay at home. 

The clouds build caftles in the air, 
A thing peculiar to the fair ; 
For all the fchemes of their fbrecafting 
Are not more folid, nor more lading. 

A cloud is light by turns, and dark, 
Such is a lady w'uhtac fcpt*W\ 
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"Now with a fudden pouting gloom 
She feems to darken all the room ; 
Again fhe 's pleas'd,. his fears beguii'd, 
And all is clear when fhe has fmiVd. 
In this they 're wondrouily alike 
(I hope the Jtmiie will ftrikfi)j " ' / 

Though in the darkeft dump* you view them, 
Stay but a moment, you '11 fee through them. - 

The clouds are apt to make refic&ion, 
And frequently produce infection; 
So Caelia, with fmall provocation, 
JBlafts every neighbour's reputation. 

The clouds delight in gaudy fhow 
(For they, like. ladies, have their bow) ; 
The graveil matron will confefs, 
That lhe hedelf is fond of drefs. 

Obferve the clouds in pomp array'd, 
What various colours are difplay'd; . 
The pink, the rofe, the violet's dye, 
In that great drawing-room the iky 5 - * 

How do thefe differ from our Graces, 
In garden-filks, brocades, and laces ? 
Are they not fuch another fight, 
When met upon a birth-day night ? 

The clouds delight to change their fafhion t 
(Dear ladies, be not in a paflion !) 
Nor let this whim to you feem ftrange, 
Who every hour delight in change. 

In them and you alike are feen 
The fullen fymptoms of the fpleen ; 

Vol. II. X tV* 
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The moment that Jour vapours rife, 
Wc fee them dropping freta your eye*, 

In evening fair yoU tsatf Behold 
The *&*<& af» fringed with borroVd gold) 
And this is many t lady'* cafe, 
Who flaunts about in borrbw'd lace. 

©rare natrons an \wc cmtth or frieta% 
Their words faff tKkfc, ifnd (oft, *h4 *<*#; 
While Urift coquette^ IHse rattling K*tt, 
Our ears on every fide affiriL 

Clouds, when they intercept our fight, 
Deprive us of eeleftial light : 
So when my Clot I purfue, 
No heaven befides I have in view. 

Thus, on comparifbn, you fee, 
In every inftance they agree, 
So like, fo very mtlch the fame> 
That one may go by t'dther's name; 
Let me proclaim it then aloud, 
That every woman is a Wbaj£* 

ANSWER; BY DJL SWIFT. 



TOLESUMPTttoUS Bard! how could yon dare 

A woman with a cbmd compare ? 
Strange pride and infolence you. fhow 
Inferior mortals thtrt below. 
And is our thunder in your ears 
So frequent or fo loud, as theirs? 

& Alii! 
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Alas! aor thunder fc*mgoe*out} 
And only make* yo» i»oi£ dev*ttt. 
Then is not female cktter worfe* 
That drives yon not •©/**& \xx\c*rjk? 

We hardly rbtmddr thrice t year* 
The bolt difchargM, the iky grows eletr* 
But every fublunary dowdy* 
The mere flic fcokk, the more (he 's cloudy* 

Some critick may obje&, perhaps, 
That clouds are blam?d for giving claps j 
But what, alas ! are daps aethereal, 
Compar'd for mifchief to venereal > 
Can clouds give bubo's, ulcers, blotches, 
Or from your nofes dig out notches ? 
We leave th# body fweet and found j 
We kill, 'ti* true, but never wound. 

You know a cltudy iky befpeaks 
Fair weather when the morning breaks t 
But women in • citeid} plight 
Foretell a to to lad till night. 

A cloud in proper feafons pours 
His bleilings .town in fruitful powers ; 
But woman was by fate defigu'd : u , 

To pour down cusfe* on mankind. 

When Sirius o'er the welkin ragef, 
Our kindly help bU^ire ailuages , 
But woman is a curft inflamer, 
No parifli duijluagrdool can tame iiqr : 
To kindle ftrifo^dame Nature taught Ivcr j 
Like fire- works, Jhcjanimrn in watec. 
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For fkklenefs howdurft you blame us* ' 
Who for our confUncy are famous ? 
You '11 fee a WW in gentle weather 
Keep the fame face an hour together j 
While women, if it could be reckoa'd, 
Change every feature every fecond. 

Obferve our figure in a morning, 
Of foul or fair we give you warning; 
But can you guefs from woman's air 
-One minute, whether foul or fair ? 

Go read in ancient books enroll'd 
What honours we poftefs'd of old. 

To disappoint lxion's rape 
Jove dreft a cloud in Juno's fhape ; 
Which when he had enjoy'd, he fwore, 
3So goddefs- could have pleas'd him more.; 
Ho difference could he find between 
His cloud and Jove's imperial queen : 
His cloud produe'd a race of Centaurs, 
Fam'd for a thoufand bold adventures ; 
From us defcended ab origine, 
By learned authors call'd nubigetur, 
But fay, what earthly nymph do you know, 
So beautiful to pafs for Juno ? 

Before iEneas durft afpire 
To court her majefty of Tyre, 
His mother begg'd of us to drefs him, 
That Dido might the more carefs him t 
A coat we gave him, dy'd in grain, 
A flaxen wig aM ckwUd cma 
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(The wig was powder'd round with fleet, 
Which fell in clouds beneath his feet), 
With which he made a tearing (how ; 
And Dido quickly fmoakd the beau. 

Among your females make enquiries, 
What nymph on earth fo fair as Iris r 
With heavenly beauty fo endow'd ? 
And yet her father is a cloud. 
We drefs'd her in a gold brocade,. 
Befitting Juno's favourite maid. 

'Tis known, that Socrates th^wife 
Ador'd us clouds as deities ; 
To us he made his daily prayers, 
As Ariflophanes declares ; 
From Jupiter took all dominion,. 
And dy'd defending his opinion. 
By his authority 'tis plain 
You worlhip other gods in vain, 
And from your own experience know 
We govern, all. things there below. 
You follow where we pleafe to guide; 
O'er all your pa (lions we prefide, 
Can raife them up, or fink them down, 
As we think fit to fmile or frown : 
And, juft.as we difpofe your brain r 
Are witty, dull, rejoice, complain. 

Compare us then to female race ! 
We, to* whom ail the gods give place ! 
Who better challenge your allegiance, 
Becaufe we dwell in higher region* I 

Y * ^^ 
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You find the gods in Homer dwelt 

In feas and ftreams, or fbw as hell : 

Ev'n Jove, and Mercury 1ih pimp, 

No higher climb than mount Olymp 

(Who makes you think die dtud* he pierces * 

He pierce the chuds f hekifs thew a— -es)j 

While we, o'er TeneAffa plac'd, 

Are loftier by a mile at lead r 

And, when Apollo ftruts on Pfadtxs, 

We fee him from out kitchen -window* j- 

Or, to Parnaffus looking down, 

Can pifs upon his laurel crown. 

Fate never form'd Ae gods to fly ; 
In vehicles they mount the iky : 
When Jove would fome fair nymph invcigfcv 
He comes full gallop on his eagle. 
Though Venus be as light at air, 
She mull have dove* to draw her chak. 
Apollo ftirs not out of door 
Without his lacker'd coach and four*. 
And jealous Juno, ever marling, 
Is drawn by peacocks, in her hertim* 
But we can fly where'er we pleaic, 
O'er cities, rivers, hills, and feas : 
From eaft to weft the world we roamy 
And in all climates are at home ; 
With care provide you as we go 
With fun-(hine, rain, and hail, or fnow. 
You, when it rains, like fools, believe 
Josrc piffcs oxv y<» tVnsw^v * ^wt •„ 



ANSWER TO SHEW9ANT6 W*ILE. %zf 

An idle tale, 'tis no <fuch jnatter j 

We only dip a fpunge in wafcy: j 

Then fqueeze it cfofe between our thumb** 

And (hake it well, and down it comes. 

As you ihall to your ibrrow know ; 

We '11 watch your ftsp» wWcV yon ;g»;.. . 

And, fince we find you walk a-foot, 

We '11 foundly fouce your frize-furtout. 

'Tis but by our peculiar grace, 
That Phoebus ever (hews his face j 
For, when we pleafe, we open wide 
Our curtains blue from fide to fide : 
And then how faucily he (hews 
His brazen face and fiery nofe j 
And gives himfelf a haughty air, 
As if he made the weather fair ! 

'Tis fung, wherever Caelia treads, 
The violets ope their purple heads 5 
The rofes blow, the cowflip fprings j 
'Tis fung j but we know better things. 
>Tis true, a woman on her mettle 
Will often pifs upon a nettle $ 
But, though we own (he makes it wetter, 
The nettle never thrives the better^ 
While we, by foft prolific fhowers, 
Can every fpring produce you flowers. 

Your poets, Chloe's beauty heightening, 
Compare her radiant eyes to lightning j 
And yet I hope 'twill be allow'd, 
That lightning comes but from a cUn/L 

y 4 ^x 
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But gods like us hare too much fenfe 
At poets flights to take offence t 
Nor can hypei boles demean us ; 
Each drab has been compared to Venus. 

We own your verfes are melodious ; 
But fuch comparifons are odious. 



A VINDICATION OF THE LIBEL: 

or, 

A New Ballad, written by a Shoe-boy, on as 
Attorney who was formerly a Shoe-boy. 

. u Q^i color ater erat, nunc eft contrariuv atro." 

TT7ITH Tinging of ballads, and crying of news, 
* * With whitening of buckles, and blacking of 
(hoes, 
Did Hartley* fetout, both flioelefs and fliirtlefs, 
And money lefs too, but not very dirtlefs; 
Two pence he 1. . I gotten by begging, that 's all j 
One bought him a (rrufb, and one a black ball; 
For clou's at a lofs he could not be much, 
The cloati'S on his back as beirg but fuch; 
Thus vamp'd ar.d accoutred, with clouts, ball, and brujb y 
He ga'lantly ventui'd his fortune to pufli : 
Vefpafian thus, being btfpatterd with dirt. 
Was omcrid to be Rome's emperor for 7. 

* See the xajx ^octa. 
Mr ^ 
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But as a wife fiddler is noted, you know, 

To have a good couple of firings to one bow; 

So Hartley judicioufly thought it too little, 

To live by the fweat of his hands and his fpittle : 

He find* out another profeffion as fit, 

And ftraight he becomes a retailer of wit. 

One day he cried— "Murders, and fbngs, and great news !" 

Another as loudly— u Here blacken your flioes I" 

At Domvile's * full often he fed upon bits-, 

tfor winding ot jacks up, and turning of fpits ; 

Lick'd all the plates. round, had many a grubbing; 

And now and then got from the cook-maid a drubbing; 

Such baftings effect upon him could have none j 

The dog wilf be patient, that 's flruck with a bone.. 

Sir Thomas, obferving this Hartley withal 

So expert and fo active at brujbes and ball, 

Was mov'd with companion, and thought it a pity 

A youth mould be loft, that had been fo witty : 

Without more ado, he vamps up my fpark, 

And now we '11 fuppofe him an eminent clerk ;. 

Suppofe him an adept in all the degrees 

Of fcrihbling. cum da/bo, and hooking of fees, 

Suppofe him a mifer, attorney per bill, 

Suppofe him a courtier — fuppofe what you will — 

Yet would yoa believe, though I fwore by the Bible, 

That he took up two ne<ws-bojj for crying the libel? 

* Sir T. Domvile, patentee of the Hanaper-office. N.- 
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A FRIENDLY APOLOGY 

FOR A CERTAIN JUSTICE OF PEACE, 

By Way of Defence of Hartley Hwc*iiuoii,$if 

* " But he by bawling news about, 
" And aptly uGng bruih and clour, 
" A juiUce of the peace became, 
" Te punifh rogues who do the fame.** Hun, 
By JAMES BLACK-WELL, Gpewbor for the PtcL 

T SING the man of courage try*d, 
•■■ O'er-run with ignorance and pride, 
Who boldly hunted out dflgrace 
With canker'd mind and hideous face ; 
The firft who made (let none deny it), 
The libel-vending rogues be quiet. 

The fact was glorious, we rauft own, 
For Hartley was before unknown, 
ContermTd I mean ; — for who would chufe 
So vile a fubjeffc for the Mufe ? 

'Twas once the nobleft of his withes 
To rill his paunch with fcraps from dHhcs, 
For which he M parch before the grate, 
Or wind the jack's llow-rifing weight 
(Such toils as beft his talents fit), 
Or polifh Jboes, or turn the /pit ; 
But, unexpectedly grown rich in 
'Squire Domvile's family and kitchen, 
. He pants to derail* Yv\s xvwxit, 
Aid takes the dAtt^ to*A \o fcs*\ ^^ 
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Believes that perfecuting wit 
Will prove the fureft way to it j 
So, with »*Cobnd * at fas hack, 
The Ltbd feds his &rft attack ; 
He calls it a feditious paper. 
Writ by mother Patriot Drapier f 
Then raves and blunders aorifaife thicker 
Than alderman ^crcharg'* wkh liquor > 
And all this with defign, nodoutrt, 
To hear his praifes hawked about $ 
To fend his name through every ftreefe 
Which csft be neamM with dirty feet * 
Well pleas'd to live to future times, * 
Though but m keen fatiric rhymes. 

So Ajax, who, for aught we know*. 
Was juftice many years ago, 
And minding then no earthly things,. 
But killing libelers of kings - r 
Or, if he wanted work to do, 
To run a bawling news-boy through * 
Yet he, when wrapp'd up in a cloud, 
Entreated Father Jove aloud, 
Only in light ta fcew his face, 
Though it might tend to his difgrace. 

And fo th' Ephefian villain fVd 
The temple which the world admir'd,. 
Contemning death, defpifing fhame, 
To gain an ever-odious name. 

* Colonel Ker, a mere Scotchman, Lieutenant Colo*- 
nel to Lord Harrington's regiment c& taiqgysufc* ^m* 
m*te *ne\vt-boy evidence againi!tt\ve ^m&mAi*vft3j* 
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DR. SHERIDAN'S BALLAD 
ON BALLY SPELL I N». 

ALL you chat would refine your blood, 
«*^" As pure as fam'd Llewellyn, 
By waters clear, come every year, 
To drink at Ballyfpellm. 

Though pox or itch your (kins enrich 

With rubies paft the telling, 
Twill clear your (kin before you 've bee* 

A month at Ballyfpellin. 

If lady's check be green as leek q 

When me comes from her dwelling. 
The kindling rofc within it glows 

When fife's at Ballyfpellin. 

The footy brown, who comes from town,. 

Grow* here as fair as Helen; 
Then back (he goes, to kill the beaux 

By dint of Ballyfpellin. 

Our ladies are as frefh and fair 

As Rofc, or bright Lunkelling r 
And Mars mi pi it make a fair miftake, 

Were h* at Ballyfpellin. 

* A famous fpaw in the county of Kilkenny, where' 
the Uoclor had been to drink the waters with a f*- 
%-omhe lady. W. 
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We men fubmit as they think fit, 

And here is no rebelling : , 
The reafon .'s plain ; the ladies reign, . , 

They 're queens at Ballyjpelliri, 

By matchlefs charms, uneonquerxl arms, ; 

They have the way of quelling . 
Such defppratc foes as dare oppofe 

Their power at Ballyfpellin. 

Cold .water turns to fire, and burns, » 

I know, becaufe I fell in 
A ftream which came from one brighjt dame -; 

Who drank at Ballyfpellin. 

Fine beaux advance, equipt for dance, 

To bring their Anne or Nell in 
With fo much grace, I *m fure no place - 

Can vie with Ballyfpellin. 

No politicks, no fubtle tricks, v 

No man his country Celling: 
We eat, we drink? we never think 

Of thefe at Ballyfpellin. 

The troubled mind, thdpuft with wind* 

Do all come here pell-mell in ; 
And they, are fure to work their cure 

By drinking Ballyfpellin. 

Though dropfy fills you to the gills, 

From chin to toe though fwelling, 
Four in, pour out, you cannot doubt 

A cure at Ballyfpellin. 
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Death throws nedaits through all diefr porta, 

No fcxtons here are knelling : 
Come, judge and try, you 'II nt*er <4* 

But livt at Ballyfpeilmi 

Except you feel darts tip* with Aael, 

Which here are every belk ia : 
When from their eyes fwett tma iies, 

We die at Ballyfpeiliii. 

Good chear, fweet air, much joy, no cam, 
Tour fight, your tafte, your finelliog, 

Tour ears, your touch, transported muck 
Each day at Ballyfpelltn. 

Within this ground we aii fleep found, 

No noify dogs a-yelling j 
gxcept you wake, for C*lia's fake, 

All night at Ballyfpcllin. 

There all you fee, both he and fee, 

No lady keeps her cell in ; 
But all partake the mirth we make* 

Who drink at Ballyipelliii. 

My rhymes are gone ; 1 think I've i 

Unlefs I fhould bring hell in ; 
But, finc'e I *iq here to htaron i© near, 

I can't at Ballyfpcllin ! 
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t m 3 

ANSWER. 

BY. D K. S W I V T» 

TAARE you difpute, you feucy brute, 
^** And think deer's no rcfelling 
Your fcurvy lays, and fenfclefs praife 
You give to Ballyfpellin ? 

Howe'er you bounce, I here proaogace, 

Your medicine, k repelling i 
Your water 's mud, and fours the blood, 

When drunk at Ballyfpellin. 

Thofe pocky drabs* to cure their (cabs, 

You thither are compelling, 
Will back be fent worfe ttaa thejrmafe 

From nafly Ballyfpellin. 

Llewellyn why * As wtllftmyl 

Name hoaeft do&br PeHin \ 
So hard fometime* you tug ibr tbyraas, 

To bring in Ballyfpellin, 

No fubjeft fit to try your wit. 

When you went coUwellingi 
But dull intrigues *twi*t jadst *nd tttgues, 

That met at Ballyfpellin. 

* This anfwer was retorted by Dr. Sheridan, as an 
affront on himfctf and the hdy he attended to the 
fpaw. N. 
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Our laffes fair, fay what you dare. 
Who fowing make with (helling. 

At Marketihill.inore.Veaux cari'fcilV 
Than your* at; Ballyfpelliju . 

Would I was whipt, when Sheelah ftript, 

To wafli herfelf our well in ; 
A bum fo white ne'er came in fight, 

At paultry Ballyfpellin. 

Your mawkins there fmocks hempen wear* 

Of Holland not an ell in ; 
Itfo, not a rag, whate'er you brag, 

Is found at Ballyfpellin. 

iBut Tom will prate at any rate, 

All other nymphs expelling-; 
Becaufe he get6 a few grifettes 

At loufy Ballyfpellin. 

There *s bonny Jane, in yonder lane, 
Juft o'er againft SThe Bell-inn ; 

Where can you meet a lafs fo f weet, 
Round aU (your Ballyfpellin ? 

IVe have a girl deferves an eatl; 

She came from EnnilkiUin : 
So fair, fo young, no fuch among 

The belles at Ballyfpellin. 

How would you flare, to fee her there, 

The foggy mift difpelling, 
That clouds the brows of every blowfb 

Who lives at Bal\yC<gclUn { 



>S«w 
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Now as I live, I would not giv© 

A ftiver for a fkellin, 
To towfe and kifs the fake ft mifs 

That leaks at Ballyfpellin. 
Whoe'er will raife fuch lies as thefe 

Deferves a good cudgelling : 
Who falfely boafts of belles and toafts, 

At dirty Bally fpellin. 

My rhymes are gone, to all but one, 

Which is, our trees are felling ; 
As proper quite as thofe you write, 

To force in Ballyfpellin. 

HORACE, PART OF BOOK I. SAT. VI. 
PARAPHRASED. 

TF noify Tom * mould in the fenate prate, 

•■■ " That he would anfwer both for churcb and ftate; 

*' And, further to demonitratc his affection, 

*' Would take the kingdom into his protection :" 

All mortals mud be curious to inquire, 

Who could this coxcomb be, and who his fire ? 

" What! thou, the fpawn of him f who ilwm'd our ifle, 

" That traitor, afiatTin, informer vile! 

* Sir Thomas Prehdergafr. Irish El*. 

f The father of Sir Thomas P— , who engaged in 
a plot to murder king William III? but, to avoid 
being hanged, turned informer ngainft his aflbciutes, 
for which he was rewarded with a good eflatc, and. 
made a baronet. Ibid. 

Vol. II. • 7s * *V*sswfi?* 



33 8 SWI F T'S PO E M S. 

" Though by the female fide * you proudly bring*, 
" To mend your breed, the murderer of a king : 
u What was thy grandfire f but a mountaineer, 
" Who held a cabbin for ten groats a year j * 
" Whofe matter Moore J preferv'd him from the halter, 
" For dealing cows j nor could he read the Pfalter! 
" Durft thou, ungrateful, from the fenate chace 
" Thy founder's grandfon $, and ufurp his place ? 
° Juft heaven I to fee the dunghill baftard brood 
" Survive in thec, and make the proverb good U f 
" Then vote a worthy citizen ** to jail, 
" In fpite of juftiee, and rcfufe his bail !** 

* Cadogan's family. Irish Ed. 

-f A poor thieving cottager under Mr. Moore, con- 
demned at Clonraeil alljtzes to be hanged for dealing 
cows. Ibid. 

J The grandfather of Guy Moore, efqj who pro- 
cured him a pardon. Ibid. 

§ Guy Moore was fairly defied member of par- 
liament for Clonmej bat Sii Thomas, depending 
upon his i mere ft with a certain party then prevailing, 
and fince known by the title of Parfon- hunters, pe* 
titioned the houfe againft him j out of which he was 
turned upon pretence of bribery, which the paying of 
his lawful debts was then voted to be. Ibid. 

|| " Save a thief from the gallows, and he will cut 
u your throat.", itid. 

** Mr. George Faulkner. See the verfes in .the fol- 
iowing page. N. 

Oa 
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On a PRINTER'S being fcnt to Newgate* 

T> ETTER we all were in our grave* 
•*-* Than live in flavery to flaves, 
Worfe than the anarchy at fea, t 
Where fi(hes on each other prey ; 
Where every trout can make as high rants 
O'er his inferiors as our tyrants ; 
And fwagger while the coaft is clear : 
But, mould a lordly pike appear, 
Away you fee the varlct feud, 
Or hide his coward fnout in mud. 
Thus, if a gudgeon meet a roach. 
He dare not venture to approach ; 
Yet flill has impudence to rife, 
And, like Domician, leap at flies. 

TH*. DAY OF JUDGEMENT*. 

TX7"ITH a whirl of thought. opprefs'd, 

* * I funk from reverie to reft. 
An horrid virion feiz'd my head, 
I faw the graves give up their dead ! 
Jove, arm'd with terrors, burfts the fries, 
And thunder roars, and lightning flies ! 
Amaz'd, confus'd, its fate unknown, 
The world ftands trembling at his throne ! 

* That this poem is the genuine production of the 
Dean, Lord Chefterfield bears arable xtft.Vrcvati>j \tw Vv^ 
Letter to M. VbJraire, Aug. xt. it*x* ^* 

z» ^^ 
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While each pale finner hung his head, 
Jove, nodding, fhook the heavens, and faid r 
" Offending race of human-kind, 
" By nature, reafon, learning, blind ; 
" You who, through frailty, ftepp'd afide ; 
" And you \yho never fell, through fride % 
" You who in different feels were {hamm'd r 
" And come to fee each other daran'd 
" (So fome folk told you, but they knew 
" No more of Jove's defigns than you) - r 
« — The world's mad bufinefs now is o'er r 
" And I refent thefe pranks no more. 
" — I to fuch blockheads fet my wit ! 
** I damn fuch fools ! — Go, go, you 're bit." 



VERSES SENT TO THE DEAN 
ON HIS BIRTH-DAY, 
WITH PINE'S HORACE, FINELY BOUNR i 
BY DR. J. SICAN* 

—[Horace fpeaking3 

'XTOV *Vfi read, Sir, in poetie drain, 
"*• How Varus and the Mantuan fwain 
Have on my birth-day been invited 
(But I was fore'd in verfe to write it*) 

• This ingenious young gentleman was unfortunately 
murdered ia Italy. H* 
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Upon a plain re pa ft to dine, 

And tafte my old Campanian wine % 

But;I, who all pun&ilios hate, 

Though long familiar with the great, 

Nor glory in my reputation, 

Am come without an invitation ; 

And, though I 'm us'd to right Falernian, 

I '11 deign for once to tafte Iernian ; 

But fearing that you might difpute 

(Had I put on my common fuit) 

My, breeding and my pclittji, 

I vifit in a birth-day drefs ; 

My coat of pureft Turkey red, 

With gold embroidery richly fpread % 

To which I *ve fure as good pretenfion* 

As Irifh lords who ftarve on penfions. 

What though proud minifters of ftate 

Did at your anti-chamber wait ; 

What though your Oxfords and your St. Johns 

Have at your levee paid attendance ; 

And Peterborough and great Ormond, 

With many chiefs who now are dormant, 

Have laid ailde the general's ftaff 

And public cares, with you to laugh ; 

Yet 1 fome friends as good can name, 

Nor lefs the darling fons of Fame ,• 

For fure my Pollio and Maecenas 

Were as good ftatefmen, Mr. Dean, at 

Either your Bolingbroke or Harley, 

Though chey made Lewis beg a parley; 
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And as for Mordaunt, your lov'd hero, 

I '11 match him with my Drufus Nero. 

You '11 boaft, perhaps, your farourite Pope $ 

But Virgil is as good, I hope. 

I own indeed I can't get any 

To equal Heliham and Delany ; 

Since Athens brought forth Socrates, 

A Grecian ifle Hippocrates 5 

Since Tully liv'd before my time, 

And Galen blefs'd another clime. 

You '11 plead perhaps, at my requeft, 
To be admitted as a gucft, 
" Your hearing *s bad!" — But why fuch fears * 
I fpeak to eyes, and not to ears ; 
And for that reafon wifely took 
The form you fee me in, a book. 
Attack'd by flow-devouring moths, 
By rage of barbarous Huns and Goths ; 
By Bentlcy's notes, my deadiieft foes, 
Ey Creech's rhymes and Dunfter's piofc ; 
I found my l>oafted wit and fire 
In tlnir rude hands almofl expire & 
Yet rtili they but in vain aifail'd ; 
For, had their violence prevail'd, 
And in a blaft deftroy'cl my fame, 
They would have partly mifs'd their aim; 
Since all my fpirit in thy page 
Duties the Vandals o^ this age. 
»Tis yours to favc thefe fmall remains 
J«iom futvne pushtus' \Tv\i<ld^ taains* 
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And hx my long-uncertain fate, 

You bell know how— which way ? — Tr AN slat I. 

ON PSYCHE*. 

A T two afternoon for our Pfyche inquire, 
^ ■*• Her tea-kettle 's on, and her fmock at the fire : 
■So loitering, fo adlive ; fo bufy, fo idle ; 
Which hath (h« mod need of, a fpur or a bridle ? 
Thus a greyhound out-runs the whole pack in a race, 
Yet would rather be hang'd than he'd leave a warm place. 
•She gives you fuch plenty, it puts you in pain j 
But ever with prudence takes care of the main. 
To plcafe you, (he knows how to chufe a nice bit; 
For her tafte is almoft as refin'd as her wit. 
To oblige a good fiiend, (he will trace every market, 
It would do your heart good, to fee how fhe will cark it. 
Yet beware of her arts j for, it plainly appears, 
She faves half her victuals, by feeding your ears,. 

THE DEAN AND DUKE. 1734. 

JAMES BR YDGES and the Dean had long bcea 
friends j 
James is beduk'd j of courfe their friendship ends : 
But lure the Dean deferves a fharp rebuke, 
.From knowing James, to boaft he knows the Duke. 
Yet, fince juft Heaven the Duke's ambition mocks^ 
Since all he got by fraud is ioft-by flocks, 

* Mrs. Sican, a very ingenious well-bred lady, 
.mother to the author of the preccxYuv^ ^ot*s\. ^ 

I 4 '** 
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His wings are clipp'd : he tries no more in vai* 

With hands of fiddlers to extend his train. 

Since he no mr>rc can build, and plant, and revel, 

The Duke and Dean feem near upon a level. 

Oh ! wert thou not a Duke, my good Duke Hurophrv, 

From bailiff's claws thou fcarce could'fl keep thy bun 

free. 
A Duke to know a Dean ! go, fmooth thy crown : 
Thy brother (far thv betters) wore a gown. 
Well, but a Duke thou art ; fo pleas'd the King : 
Oh ! would his Majcfty but add a firing ! 

ON 

DR. RUNDLE, BISHOP OF DERRY*. 

"]% dT AKE Rundle bifliop ! fie for fbame ! 

-*■▼■*■ An Aran to ufurp the name ! 

A bifliop in the ifle of Saints ! 

How will his brethren make complaints* 

Dare any of the mitred hoft 

-Confer on him the Holy Ghoft ; 

In mother-church to breed a variance, 

Bv coupling Orthodox with Arians ? 

Yet, were he Heathen, Tuik, or Jew, 
Wiuit is there in it ftrange or new ? 
For, let us hear the weak pretence. 
His brethren find to takf offence $ 
Of whom there are but four at moft, 
Who know there is mi Roty Ghoft : 

* Piainotdi to that ic* vk**\»»h *WrV^ 
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The reft, who boaft they have conferr'd it, 
Like Paul's Epheiians, never heard it 5 
And, when they gave it, well 'tis known, 
They gave what never was their own. 

Rundle a bifhop ! well he may ; 
He *s ftill a Chriftian more than they. 

We know the fubjeft of their quarrels ; 
The man has learning, fenfe, and morals. 

There is a reafon ftill more weighty ; 
*Tis granted he believes a Deity. 
Has every circumflance to pleafe ««, 
Though fools may doubt his faith in Jefiis, 
But why fhould he with that be loaded, 
Now twenty years from court exploded ? 
And is not this obje&ion odd 
From rogues who ne'er believ'd a God ? 
For liberty a champion ftout, •• 
Though not fo gofpel-ward devout. 
While others, hither fent to fave us. 
Came but to plunder and enclave us $ 
Nor ever own'd a power divine, 
But Mammon and the German line. 

Say, how did Rundle undermine 'em ? 
Who fhew'd a better^* divinum? 
From antient canons would not vary, 
But thrice refus'd tpifeopari. 

Our biihop's predeceftbr, Magus, 
Would offer all the fancls of Tagus j 
-Or fell Iris children, houfe, and landSf 
fox that one gift, to lay-on hands : . 
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But all his gold could not avail 

To have the Spirit fet to fale. 

Said furly Peter, " Magus, pr'ythee, 

" Be gone : thy money periih with thee. 1 * 

Were Peter now alive, perhaps, 

He might have found a fcore of chaps J 

Could he but make his gift appear 

In rents thret thoufand pounds a year. 

Some fancy this promotion odd, 
As not the handy-work of God j 
Though e'en the bilhops difappointed 
Mud own it made by God's anointed, 
And, well we know, the conge regal 
Is more fecure as well as legal ; 
Becaufe our lawyers all agree, 
That bifliopricks are held in fee. 

Dear Baldwin chafte, and witty Croflc^ 
•How forely I lament your lofs ! 
That fuch a pair of wealthy ninnies 
Should flip your time of dropping guineas j 
.For, had you made the king your debtor, 
Your title had been fo much better. 

EPIGRAM. 

"E^RIEND Rundle fell, with grievous bump, 
'**■ Upon his reverential rump. 
Poor rump ! thou hadft been better fped, 
«Had thou been join'd to Boulter's head : 
A head, fo weighty atwi ytofound, 
. Would needs have kcw. xh« i^vcw ^r. ^prctA. 
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A CHARACTER, PANEGYRIC, and DESCRIP- 
TION of the LEGION-CLUB. 1 736. 

A SI ftroll the city, oft' I 
•*^" See a building large and lofty, 
Not a bow- (hot from the college ; 
Half the globe from fenfe and knowledge : 
By the prudent architect, 5 

Plac'd againft the church direct, 
Making good my grand-dame's jeft, 
" Near the church" — you know the reft. 

Tell us, what the pile contains ? 
Many a head that holds no brains. i« 

Thefe demoniacks let me dub 
With the name of Legion-club. 
Such affemblies, you might fvvear, 
Meet when butchers bait a bear ; 
Such a noife, and fuch haranguing, 15. 

When a brother thief ib hanging : 
Such a rout and fuch a rabble 
Run to hear Jack-pudden gabble ; 
Such a crowd their ordure throws 
On a far lefs villain's nofe. *»• 

Could I from the building's top 
Hear the rattling thunder drop, 
While the devil upon the roof 
( If the devil be thunder-proof) 
Should with poker fiery red 25 

Crack the ftones, and melt the lead \ 

1 \*£vs* 
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Drive them down on every fcull, 

While the den of thieves is full ; 

<2gite dcdroy the harpies' neft; 

How might then our ifle be blcft ! j« 

For Divines allow, that God 

Sometimes makes the devil his rod ; 

And the Gofpel will inform us, 

He can punkh fins enormous. 

Yet fhould Swift endow the fchools* 35 

For his lunatics and fools, 
With a rood or two of land} 
I allow the pile may (land. 
You perhaps will alk me, Why io ? 
But it is with this provifo : 4* 

Since the houie is like to lad, 
Let the royal grant be pafs'd, 
That the club have right to dwell 
Each within his proper cell, 

With a paflage left to creep in, 45 

And a hole above for peeping. 

Let them, when they once get in f 
Sell the nation for a pin ; 
While they fit a-picking draws. 
Let them rave at making laws j y* 

While tiiey never hold their tongue, 
Let them dabble in their dung : 
Let them form a grand committee, 
How to plague and darve the city ; 
Let them flare, and dorm, and frown, 55 

JlTien ihey fee a ctagj-graii \ 

V«SL 
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Let them, ere they crack a loufe, 

Gall for th' orders* of the houfei 

Let them, with their gofling quilto, 

Scribble fenfelefs heads of bills. 6# 

We may, while they ftrain their throats, 

Wipe our a — s with their votes. 

Let Sir Tom *, that rampant afs, 
Stuff his guts with flax and grafs ; 
But, before the prieft he fleeces* 4$ 

Tear the Bible all to pieces t 
At the parfons, Tom, halloo, 6oy y 
Worthy offspring of a fhoe-boy, 
Footman, traitor, vile feducer, 
Perjur'd rebel, brib'd accufer, j& 

Lay thy paltry privilege afide r 
Sprung from paprfts, and a regicide y 
Fall a- working like a mole, 
Raife the dirt about your hole. 

Come, affift me, Mufe obedient I 7.5 

Let us try fome new expedient; 
Shift the fcene for half an hour, 
Time and place are in thy power. 
Thither* gentle Mufe, conduct me \ 
I fhall afk, and you initniH me» } # 

See, the Mufe unbars the gate t 
Hark, the monkeys, how they prate f 

All ye gods who rule the foul ! 
Styx, through hell whofe waters roll I 

* A privy-counfelloiy mentioned tti ?. -^ ^C. 
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Let me be allow'd to tell ' %t 

What I heard in yonder hell. 

Near the door an entrance gapes, 
Crouded round with antic (hapes, 
Poverty, and Grief, and Care, 
Caufelefs Joy, and true Defpair; 90 

Difcord periwigged with fnakes, 
See the dreadful ft rides fhe takes f 

By this odious crew befet, 
I began to rage and fret, 

And refolv'd to break their patet, 95 

Ere we entered at the gates ; 
Had not Clio in the nick 
Whifper'd me, " Lay down your flick." 
What, faid I, is this the mad-boufe ? 
Thefe, fhe anfwer'd, are but fhadows, io# 

Phantoms bodilefs and vain, 
Empty vifions of the brain. 

In the porch Briarcus ftands, 
Shews a bribe in all his hands ; 
Briareus the fecretary, 105 

But we mortals call him Carey. 
When the rogues their country fleece, 
They may hope for pence a-piece. 

Clio, who had been fo wife 
To put-on a fool's difguife, no 

To befpeak fome approbation, 
And be thought a near relation, 
When fhe faw three hundred brutes 
All involv'd in wild deputes, 
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Roaring till their lungs were fpent, 115 

Privilege of Parliament, 

Now a new misfortune feels, 

Dreading to be laid by th' heels. 

Never durfl a Mufe before 

Enter that infernal door ; tz*> 

Clio, flifled with the fmell, 

Into fplecn and vapours fell, 

6y the Stygian fleams that flew 

From the dire infectious crew. 

Not the flench of Lake Avernus 125 

Gould have more offended her nofe 5 

Had fhe flown but o'er the top r 

She had felt her pinions drop, 

And by exhalations dire, 

Though a goddefs, muft expire. 13* 

In a fright fhe crept away j 

Bravely I refolv'd to flay. 

When I faw the keeper frown, 
Tipping him with half a crown, 
Now, faid I, we are alone, *j~ 

Name yotfr heroes one by one. 

Who is that hell-featur'd brawler ? 
Is it Satan ? No, 'tis Waller. 
In what figure can a bard drefs 
Jack the grandfon of Sir Uardrefs } 149 ' 

Honeft keeper, drive him further, 
In his looks are hell and murder * 
Sec the fcowling vifage drop, 
Jufl as when he murder'd T— p. 
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Keeper, (hew me where to fix 145 

On the puppy pair of Dicks ; 

By their lantern jaws and leathern, 

You might fwear they both are brethren : 

Dick Fitz-Baker, Dick the player, 

Old acquaintance, are you there ? 150 

Dear companions, hug and kifs, 

Toaft Old Glorious in your pifs j 

Tie them, keeper, in a tether, 

Let them ftarve and (link together j 

Both are apt to be unruly, 155 

Lafti them daily, lam them duly ; 

Though 'tis hopelefs to reclaim them, 

Scorpion rods perhaps may tame them* 

Keeper, yon old dotard fmoke, 
Sweetly fnoring in his cloak : 160 

Who is he ? 'Tis humdrum Wynne, 
Half encompafs'd by his kin : 
There obferve the tribe of Bingham, 
For he never fails to bring them ; 
While he deeps the whole debate, 165 

They fubmiffive round him wait ; 
Yet would gladly fee the hunks 
In his grave, and fearch his trunks. 
See, they gently twitch his coat, 
Juft to yawn and give his vote, 170 

Always firm in his vocation, 
For the court, againft the nation. 

Thofe are A — s Jack and Bob, 
Jirfl in every wicked yab. 
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"Son and brother to -a queer 175 

Brainfick brute, they call a peer. 

We mult give them better quarter, 

For their anceftor trod mortar, 

And H — tlty to boaft his fame, 

"On a chimney cut his name. 1 8« 

There fit Clements, D — ks, and HarrlTon* 
How they fwagger from their garrifon ! 
Such a triplet could you tell 
Where to find on this fide hell ? 
Harrifon, andD — ks, and Clements, 185 

Keeper, fee they have their payments, 
Every mifchief *s in their hearts j 
If they fail, 'tis want of parts. 

Blefs us, Morgan ! art thou there, man 1 
"Blefs mine eyes ! art thou the chairman ! 1-90 

Chairman to your damn'd committee ! 
Yet I look on thee with pity. 
Dreadful fight" ! what ! learned Morgan 
Metamorphos'd to a Gorgon ) 
For thy horrid looks, I own, 195 

Half convert me to a ftone. 
Haft thou been fo long at fchool, 
Now to turn a fa£Hous tool ? 
Alma Mater was thy mother, 
Every young divine thy brother. aoc 

Thou, a difobedient varlet, 
Treat thy mother like a harlot ! 
Thou ungrateful to thy teachers, . 
Who are air grown reverend preacher! I 

Vol. II. A. * *NtaKra&% 
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Morgan, would it not furprize one ? ^o$ 

- *Turn thy nourifhment to poifpn ! 
When you walk among your books. 
They reproach you with tfieir looks j 
Bind them faft, or from tf)ejr pelves 
They will come and right themfelves ; iro 

Homer, Plutarch, Yirgjl, Flaccus, 
All in arms prepare to hack us : 
Soon repent, or put to (laughter 
Every Greek and Roman author. 
Will you, in your faction's phrafe, ^ 15 

4end the clergy all to graze ; 
And, to make your project pafs ; 
Leave them not a blade of grafs ? 

How I want tfree, humorous Hogarth ! 
Thou, I hear, a pleafant rogue art. . $26 

Were but you and I acquainted, 
Every monfter ihould l>e painted : 
You Ihould try your gravjng-toojs 
On this odious groupe of fools j 
Draw the beafls as I defcribc thern a»5 

From their features, while I gibe them; 
Draw them like ; for I afTure you, 
You will need no cafcaturay 
Draw them fo, that we may trace 
All the foul in every face. ^30 

Keeper, I rauft not r tire, 
You have done what I delire : 
But I feel my fpirits fpent 
With the npife, the fi^ht, die fecnt. 
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** Pray be patient; yon ftall find 235 

«< Half the beiUw ftUl'behiad « 

u You hive hardly feen a f core ; 

" I can fliew*wo hundred more." 

Keeper, 1 Jwve (ten enough. — t 

Taking then a pinch of fnuff, 140 

I concluded, looking round them, 

u May their god, the devil, confound them !* 



AN APOLOGY, &c. 

A LADY, Wife as well as fait, 
± X. Whofe confeienee always was fcer caw, 
Thoughtful upon a point of moment, 
Would have the text as we^ as comment: 
So hearing of a grave Divine, 
She fent to bid him come and dine. 
But, you mud know, he was not quite 
So grave as to be unpolke ; 
Thought human learning would not kfica 
The dignity of his profelUon : 
And, if you 'd heard the 4nan difcourft, 
Or preach, you 'd like him fcarce the worie. 
He long had bid the court farewell, 
Retreating filent to his cell ; 
Sufpccted for the love he boi* 
To one who fway-d 'jbme time before j 
Which made k move furprizing bow 
He ihould be (ear for thk her now* • — 
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The meflage told, he gapes, and (butt. 
And fcarce believe his eyes or car* s 
•Could not conceive whatit ihould moan, 
And fain would, hear it told again. 
But then the 'fquire fo trim and nice, 
'Twere rude to make him tell it twice ; 
So bow'd, was. thankful for the honour j 
And would not fail to wait upon her. 
His beaver brufh'd, his (hoes, and gown, 
Away he trudges into town j 
PafTes the .lower cattle- yard, . 
And now advancing to the guard. 
He trembles at the thoughts of ft ate j 
Fory.confcious.of hisihecpUh gait, 
His fpirits of a fuddcnfaii'drfrimi 
He ftopt, and could not tell what ail'd him. 

What was the meflage I. received ? 
Why certainly, the Captain rav'd I 
To dine -with her ! and come at three ! 
Impoflible 1 it can't be me. 
Or may be I miftook the word ; 
My Lady — it muft be my Lord. 

My Lord *s abroad j my .Lady too s 
What muft.th' unhappy Da£tor do ? 
" Is Captain Crachcrode.here, pray ? M — «« Ne." 
41 Nay, then 'tis time for. me to go." 
Am I awake, or do I dream ? 
I 'm lure hexall'd mc by my name j 
Nam'd me as plain as he could fpeak* 
And yet there. wax& V* fo$A uuftake. 



AN AFOfLQrCTY,, &ct 357* 

WJiy, what.a.jeft lhotdd I hare been, 
Had now my Lady, been within I 
What could I *ve faid ? I *m- mighty glad- 
She went abroad — ' ihe M thought me madi- 

The hoar of dining now is pad : 

Well then, I '11 efcn go home and faftj 

And, iince I 'fcap'd being made a feoff, 

I think I-'m very fairly off. 

My Lady now returning home, 

Calls, " Cracherode, is the Doctor come ?"'' 

He had not heard of him— "Pray fee, 

" 'Tis now a quarter after three." 

The Captain walks about, and fearches 

Through all the rooms, and courts, and arches j- 

Examines all the fervants round, 

In vain — no Doctor 's to be found. 

My Lady could not chufe but wonder : 

" Captain, I fear you *ve made fome bkinder* , 

" But pray, to-morrow go at ten; 

'* I '11 try his manners once again; 

" If rudenefs be th* effect of knowledge,- 

44 My fon (hall never fee a college.-" 

The Captain was a man of reading, 
And much good fenfe, as well as breeding,. 
Who, loath to blame, or to incenfe* 
Said little in hi* own defence. 
Next day another meftage brought : * 
The Doctor, frighten'd at his fault, 
Is drefs'-d, and dealing through the croud, 
Now pale as death, then-blufh'd and'faSwMv 

A a 1 *?%tiCvML 
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Panting — and feukeiilgUrHbftro'd «M h^-/ 

" Her Ladyfhip was gone abroad | 

" The Captain too — hd dW B6t knMr 

" Whether be ddght to ftay of gd *" 

Begg'd (he M forgive hinu la ombtafioay 

My Lady, pttyittg hit codfcrfien, 

Caird her good-nature te> relict* khM J 

Told him, (he thought fhe might believe hite 5 

And would not only gram has fait, 

But vifit him* and eat (bine frnh $ 

Provided, at a proper time 

He told the real truth in rhyme* 

*Twas to no purpofe to oppose, 

She *d hear of bo exctife in profe. 

The Doftor flood not to debate, 

Glad to compound at any rate j 

So, bowing, feemingly comply 'df 

Though, if he durft, he had deny'd* 

But firft, refolv'd to fhew his tataj 

Was too refin'd to give a feaft : 

He M treat wkh nothing tftat was rare* 

But winding walks and purer air j t 

Would entertain without expen6e, 

Or pride, or vain- magnificence : 

For well he knew, to fuch a gueft 

The plained meals muft be the beft. 

To ftomachs clogg'd with cbftly fare 

Simplicity alone is rare ; 

Whilfl high, and nice, and curious meat** 

Arc really but vvAgfct txeax*» 
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Inftead of fpbils of ftrfian looms, '!,'"••.'• 

The colli y boalls ot regal rooms, 

Thought it more courtly and difcree$ , 

To fcatter rofes at her feet ; ...... i. 

Rofes of richeft dye, that &one 

With native luftrc, fifee "her own : . " " ". . j 

Beauty that needs no aid. of art 

Through every fenfe to r^ach the heart. 

The gracious dame, though well the knew 

All this was much feeneafh' her due, 

Lik'd every thing *— at leaft thought fit 

To praife it pkr hianiere jt acquit. 

Yet (he, though teeming pieasVl, can't bear 

Hie fcorching fun, or cnSling alf 5 

Difturb'd alike at both extremes, 

Whether he fkews or tides' riis beams : 

Though feeming pleas'd at all ihe fees, 

Starts at the ruffling of the" trees ; 

And fcarce can ffteak for want of breath, 

In half a walk fatigued to death. 

The Do£tor takes his hint from hence, 

T' apologize his la'te offence : 

" Madam, the mighty fbwer of life 

*' Now ftrangely pleads in my excufe : 

" If you unusM have fcarcely Itrehgth 

" To gain this walk's untoward length ; 

4< If, frighten'd at a fcehe fo rude, 

" Through long difufe of folitude ; 

4t If, long confin'd to fires and fcttcxft* 

f 4 You dread the waving of xYvtfe ^rce&&\ 

Am 
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44 If you, who long have breath'd the fumes 

44 Of city-fogs and crouded rooms, 

44 Do now folicitoufly fhun 

44 The cooler air and dazzling fun; 

44 If his majeftic eye you flee, 

" Learn hence t' excufe and pity me. 

44 Confidcr what it is tp bear 

44 The powder'd courtier's witty freer; 

44 To fee th' important man of drefs 

" Scoffing my collegeraukwardnefs* 

44 To be the ftrutting cornet's fport,. 

44 To run the gauntlet of the court, 

44 Winning my way by flow approaches, 

44 Through crouds of coxcombs and of coaches^ 

44 From the firft fierce cockaded centty, 

" Quite through the tribe of waiting-gentry ; 

* 4 To pafs fb many crouded ftages, 

44 And ftand the flaring of your pages ; 

44 And, after all, to crown my fpleen, 

44 Be told— " You are not to be fcen :"' 

44 Or, if you are, be fbrc'd to bear 

'" The awe "of your majeftic air. 

** And can I then be faulty found, 

44 In ^reading this vexatious round } 

44 Can it be ftrange, if I efchew 

44 A fcene fo glorious and fo new ? 

44 Or is he criminal that flies 

44 The living luftrc of your eyes P 
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THE DEAN*S MANNER OF LIVINGS 

/"YN rainy days alone I dine 
V^ Upon a chick and: pint of wine.. 
On rainy days I dine alone. 
And pick my chicken to the bone : 
But this my fervants much enrages, 
No fcraps remain tofave board-wages* 
In weather fine I nothing fpend, , 
But often fpunge upon a friend t 
Yet, where hf 's not fo rich as I, 
I pay my club, and ib good b* ye. 



VERSES MADE FOR FRUIT*WOMEN, &a. 

APPLES. 

/^ O M E buy my fine wares, 

^* Plumbs, apples, and pears, 

A hundred a penny, 

In confcience too many : 

Come, will you have any ? 

My children are feven, 

I wifh them in Heaven; 

My huiband a fdt, 

With his pipe and hit pot, * 

Not a farthing will gaia them> 

And I mud maintain them. ~ 



3** SWIFT'S *OBMS. 

.ASPARAGUS*. 
RIPE tfparagrafs, 
Fie for lad or life. 
To make their wattirptft: . . 

O, 'tis pretty picking 
With a tender chicken I 

ONIONS* 

COME, follow tftc &jr the fnkH, 
Here are delicate otSxftH tfl fctf> 
I promife to ufe yb& well. 
They make the frtodd Walftriet | 
You '11 feed like a farmer : 
For this is every cook's opinion, 
Kd favbufy di& wididut an otfian* 
But, left your killing fhould be fpoil'd. 
Your onions mud be throughly toil'd : 

Or elfe you may fpare 

Your miitrefs a ware, 
The fecret will never be known j 

She cannot difcover 

The breath of her lover, 
But think it as fweet as her own* 

OYST£U 

CHARMING oyfterslcrj* 
My mailers, come buy> 
So plump and fo frefh, 
So jfweet is their ftslh, 



1 
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VERSES FOR tfRUlT-^OMEN, &c t 3*3 

No Colchefter oyfter 
li fweeter "ancf iafi&ei ,• ' '. - ' : ' " " " ' r 
Your fteroack they fettle* ... 
And roufc up your mettle j 
They , llro*kejro\**da<i 
Of a lafi 6r i Ud t 
And mad art* you* wife 
They Ul pleafe td thd Kf6 ; • 
Be fhe barren? fed fee did, 
Be ihe flut, or bt Hie fCoW, 
Eat my oyfters, and lyt heat he*, 
She '11 be fruitful, ilever fear heY. ' 

HiRRlNS*. 

B E not fparing. 
Leave off fwearing. 
Buy my herring 
Frefh from Malahidc *, 
Better never was try*d. 
Come, eat them with pure frefti gutter and muftard, 
Their bellies are foft, and as white, as a cufbrd. 
Come, fix-pence a dozen to get me fome bread. 
Or, like my own herrings, I foon Jhall be dead* 

ORANGES.: 

COME buy my fine oranges, fattte fof yathr Veal*,, 
And charming when fqtrtez'd in a pot of tafown ale;' 
Well roafted* wid* fagar and wmt m * oko^ 
They '11 make a fwcet bifoop ^Yw&u ^jMfi3fc-fefc» **V 

* Near DublfcL i 



0N ROVER. A LADY'S SPANIEL. 
INSTRUCTIONS TO A PAINTERS 

TTAPPIEST of the fpaniel-race, 
■*" "*" Painter, with thy colours grace t- 
Draw his forehead large and high, 
Draw his blue and.humid eye | 
Draw his neck fo fmooth and round, 
Little neck with ribbons bound j . ., 
And the mufcly fwelling breaft , 

Where the Loves and Graces reft % 
And the fpreading even back, 
Soft, and (leek,, and. glofly black $ r 
And the tail that gently twines. 
Like the tendrils of the vines $ 
And the filky twilled hair, 
Shadowing thick the velvet ear; 
Velvet ears, which, hanging low, 
Q'er the veiny temples flow. 

With a proper light and (hade, 
Let the winding hoop be laid ; 
And within that arching bower 
( Secret circle, Tnyftic power) • 

In a downy (lumber place 
Happieft of the Spaniel race y 
While the foft perfpiring Dame, 
Glowing with the fofteft flame, 

* In ridicule of Philips's poem on Mifs Carteret 
and written, it Via* tatftfoA, «* xat&oat the lady 
•' of archbiihop Tta&xsc*' ^* 



ON RDTEJR. 1 5$ 5 

*On the raviftVd favourite pours 
Balmy dews, «mbro(ial (bowers ! 

With thy utmoft (kill expreft . • 
Nature in her richeft drefs, 
Limpid rivers fmoothiy flowing, 
Orchards by thofe -rmr/ blowing; 
Curling wood-bine, myrtle (hade, 
And the gay enamel 'd mead ; 
•Where the linnets (it and (ing, 
Little fport lings of the Spring; 
•Where the breathing field and grove 
Sooth the heart, and kindle love; 
Here for me, and for the Mufe, 
Colours of refemblance chufe, 
Make of lineaments divine, 
Daply female fpanieis (nine, 
Pretty fondlings of the fair, 
Gentle damfels, 'gentle care\ 
But to one alone impart 
All the flattery -of thy art. 
Croud each feature, croud each grace, 
Which com pleat the defperate face 5 
Let the fpotted wanton Dame 
Feel a new refiftlefs flame ; 
Let the happieft of his race 
Win the fair to his embrace. 
But in (hade the reft conceal, 
Nor to fight their joys reveal, 
Left the pencil and the Mufe 
Loofe dtfires- and thoughts infufe, 



IfS SWI FT'8 FOB M S. 

AY A N D N O, 

A TALE FROM pyfcLJN. 1737. 

A T Dublin's high fraft Uto Priinatt a*l pe**, 
■"• Both drefs'd Ufc? diyines, wifh butf «»4 U*t dean. 
<^uoth Hugh of Annagfc * f « Tfe. fluife is grown bold." 
«« Ay, ay," quoth the De*fe " *jb* ft uj* it 9)4 grid." 
" No, no,** quoth the PriflMfa, * if «UJ4* W« flft, 
«« This mifchief arifes fron* wkty D*an $wjft. w 
The fmart--one implied, " There > no, wit. in the cafe} 
« And nothing of. tfyat er<cr troubled; yoipr Gra«c, 
*« Though with your fctcrfev* your own. flotionf you 

" fplit, 
*< A Boulter by name is ftp, Miff of wfo 
<* It is matter of weight, anfl 4 merit 6M>9*y-jobb j 
*< But the lower the coin,, she higher the mpb. 
41 Go tell your friend Boh anc) *fee otfj*r great folk, 
«« That finking the coin is a dangerpufi jofc*, 
« The Irifh dear-joys hav« «npugl| cowmpn fenft, 
" To treat gold reduced like Wood's copper pen**, 

* It is pity a Prelate ifcouJd die wtjjouf law •, 

* But if I fay the won} -sr taj^c care of Arnaaghl* 

Dr. Swift's Anfwer to a Friend's Queftion. 

HP H E furniture that Wl doth pleafr 
A St. Patrick's Peao, , $900* ftr, afl» fofc « 
The knife and fork wit^r whjcfr I gaf j • 
And, next, the, ^ vh^t l^H* thf ii*cat | . 

yr /* „ "^d* 



ANSWER T$> 4 SRISNp^ q^BSTION. ^7 

The next to be preferr'd, I #iflfcj 
Is the glafs in wltfcti I drink, f 
The Ihelves on w^ A)y hOPfcl. J Jvppi 
And the bed on which { fU e p { 
An antique elbow-chair fctwefy 
Big enough' to hold the Pfcan j 
And the. ftorc th*t gives delight 
In the cold bleak wintery njgbt j 
To thefe we add a* thing Mftw, 
More for ufe referv'd tha* ftow : 
Thefe are what the Pean do pl(;a& $ 
All fuperfluous ajx but thefc. 

APOLLO'S EDICT*. 

TRELANI) U now our royal care, 
*■" We lately fix'd ©ur Yrccjay there j 
How near was fhe to be undone, 
Till pious love infpir'd her §on ! 
What cannot our Vicegerent do» 
As Poet and as Patriot too? 
Let his fuccefs our fubje^ts (way* 
Our infpirations fp. obey. 
And follow where He lca<Js tfr« ways 
Then fludy to sor re# yoqr tajfc 1 
Nor beaten paths bye longer ^yajt'd. 



} 



* This poem was originally written in i7*Q| the 
latter part of it was rerpubliihed in 1743, on |he d>ath 
of the Countefs of Donegal K. 
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**S SWIFT'S POS MS. 

"No fimilc (hall be i>egun, 
"With rifing or with fctting fun ; 
And lcr ihefeeret bead of Nile 
Be ever bani(h'd from your ifle. 

When wretched lovers live on air, 
1 beg you '11 the Camelion fpare; 
And, when you 'd msflce a hero grander, 
Forget he 's like a Salamander. 

No fon of mine (hall dare to fay, 
Aurora ujber'd-i* the Day, 
Or ever name the milky -nx) ay. 

You all agree, I make no doubt, 
Elijah's mantle is worn out. 

The Mrd of Jorve (hall toil no more 
To teach the humble Wren to foar. 
Your Tragic Heroes *hall not rant, 
Nor Shepherds ufe poetic cant. 
Simplicity alone can grace 
The manners of the rural race. 
Theocritus and Philips be 
Your guides to true fimplicity. 

When Damon's foul Jball take Us Jtigbt, 
Though Poets have the fecond-fighr, 
They (hall not fee a trail oj light. 
Nor (hall the vapours -upward rife % 
Nor a neivfiar adorn the (kies :. 
For who can hope to place one there, 
As glorious as Belinda's hair ? 
Tet, if his name you *d eternize, 
And muft exakYv\mXo^-$wR%\ 



} 



APOLLO'S EDICT. 3*1 

Without a/*r, this may be done : 
So Tickell mourn-d his Addifon. 

If Anna's happy reign you praife, 
Pray, not a word of halcyon-days ; 
Nor let my votaries fhew their (kill 
In aping lines from CooperVHill ; 
For know, I cannot bear to hear 
The mimickry of deep, yet clear* 

Whene'er my Viceroy is addrefs'd, 
Againft the Phoenix I proteft 
When Poets foar in youthful ftrains, 
No Phaeton to hold the reins. 

When you defcribc a lovely girl, 
No lips -of coral, teeth of peart. 
Cupid fhall ne'er mi Hake another, 
However beauteous, for his mother : 
Nor fhall his dans at random fly 
From magazine in Caelia's eye. 
With women-compounds I am cloy'd, 
Which only pleas'd in Biddy Floyd. 
For foreign aid, what need they roam, 
Whom Fate has amply bleft at home ? 

Unerring Heaven, with bounteous hand, 
Has form'd a model for your land, 
Whom Jove endow'd with every grace j 
The glory of the Granard race ; 
Now deftin'd by the pow«rs divine 
The blefling of another line. 
Then, would you paint a matchlefs dame* 
Whom you 'd confign to endlcfs faint ? 

Vol. II. TRY> . YuuSut- 
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Invoke not Cytherea's aid, 
Nor borrow from the blue-ey*d maid ; 
Nor need you on the Graces call f — 
Take qualities from Donegal. 

EPIGRAM** 

BEHOLD! a proof of Iriflx fenfe ! 
Here Irifli wit is feen ! 
When nothing *s left, that "s worth defence, 
We build a magazine. 

Epigrams, occafioned by Dr. Swift'i Intended 
Hofpital for Ideots and Lunaticks.' 

I. 

HP H E Dean mud die — our Ideots to maintain. 
"*• Perifli, yc Ideots ! and long Kve the Dean ! 

* The Dean, in his lunacy, had foroe intervals of 
fenfe ; at which time his guardians, or phyficians, took 
him out for the air. On one of tiiefe days, when they 
came to the Park, Swift remarked a new building, 
which he had never feen, and aiked what it was defigned 
for. To which Dr. Ktng&ury anfwercd, " That, Mr. 
" Dean, is the magazine for arms and powder, for the 
« fecurity of the city/ "Oh! eh V fays the Dean, 
pulling out his pocket-book, " let me take an item of 
" that. This is worth remarking t my tablets, as 
" Hamlet fays, my tablets — memory put down that !" 
— Which product x\\t skw* lines, feud to be the lad 
h. ever wrote. W. tl*W*w 



ON DR. SWIFTS HOSPITAL. 37* 

II. 

OGENIUSof Hibemia's flate, 
Sublimely good, feverely great ! 
How doth this lateft a& excel 
All you have done or wrote fo well f 
Satire may be the child of fpite, 
And Fame might bid the Drapier write : 
But to relieve, and to endow, 
Creatures that know not whence or how, 
Argues a foul both good and wife, 
Refembling Him who rules the flues. 
He to the thoughtful mind difplays 
Immortal (kill ten thoufand ways : 
And, to compleat his glorious talk, 
Gives what we have not fenfe to afk ! 

m. . ■ 

L O ! Swift to Ideots bequeaths his flore : 
T3e wife, ye rich ! — eonfider thus the poor ! 

On the DEAN of ST. PATRICK'S Birthday * f 
Nov. 30, St. Andrew/s-dat, 

"D ETWEE N the hoars of twelve and one, 
*~* When half the world to reft were gone*' 
Intranc'd in fofteft ileep I lay, 
Forgetful of an anxious day; 
from every care and labour free, * 

My foul as calm as it could be* 
* See, in Pamelas Poems, an elegant compliment <ml 
the fame occafion. N. 



37*- SWIFT'S POEMS. 

The Queen of Dreams, well pleas'd to find 
An undifturb'd and vacant mind, 
With magic pencil trae'd my brain, 
And there fhe drew St. Patrick's Dean. 
I ftraight beheld on either hand 
Two Saints, like Guardian Angels, Hand, 
And either claim *d him for their fon 5 
And thus the high difpute begun. 

St. Andrew firft, with reafon ftrong, 
Maintained to him he did belong : 
*' Swift is my own, by right divine, 
44 All born upon this day are mine." 
St. Patrick faid, " I own this true, 
u So far he does belong to you : 
" But in my church he 's born again, 
" My fon adopted, and my Dean. 
" When firft the Cbriftran-trutb I fpread, 
*' The poor within this Hie I fed, 
44 And darkeft errors banifh'd hence, 
41 Made knowledge in their place commence $ 
" Nay more, at my divine command, 
" All noxious creatures fled the land. 
" I made both Peace and Plenty fmik. 
" Hibernia was my favourite ifle ; 
" Now bis — for he fucceeds to me, 
4t Two angels cannot mpce agree. 

" His joy is, to relieve the poor ; 
«* Behold them weekly at his door ! 
4t His knowledge too, in brighteft rays, 
44 He like the lua xo all coiiycys, 



ON THE DEAN'S BIRTH-DAY. .. $?j 
u Shews nvifdom in a fingle page, 
" And in one hour inftru&s an age,. 
" When ruin lately flood around 
u Th' inclofures of my /acred groun d 9 
" He glorioufly did interpofe, 
" And fav'd it from invading foes j 
** For this I claim immortal Swift; 
u As my own fon, and Heaven's beft gift.** 

The Caledonian Saint, enrag'd, 
Now clofer in difpute engagM, 
Eflays to prove, by tranfmigration, 
The Dean is of the Scottish nation j 
And, to confirm the truth, he chofc 
The loyal foul of great Montrofe. 
" Montrofe and He are both the fame, 
" They only differ in the name : 
" Both, heroes in a righteous caufe, 
" Aflert their liberties and laws j 
" He 's now the fame, Montrofe was then, 
" But that the /word is turn'd a pen 5 
" A pen of fo great power, each word 
" Defends beyond the hero's /ward" 

Now words grew high — we can 't fuppofe 
Immortals ever come to blows ; 
But, led unruly paflion ihould 
Degrade them into flefli and blood, 
An angel quick from Heaven defcends, 
And he at oface the conteft ends : 

" Ye reverend pair, from difcord ceafe, 
" Ye both miftake the prefcnt cafe j 



,3*4 SWIFT'* POEM* 

• u One kingdom cannot have pretence 
" To fo much virtue ! fo much fenfe ? 
" Search Heaven's record ; and there you '11 find", 
«« That He was born for all mankind." 

EPISTLE to ROBERT NUGENT* Ewg 

with a PicTTTftE of DEAN SWIFT. 

BY DR. DUNKIN*, 

*THO gratify thy long defire 
-*■ (So Love and Piety require)', 
From Bindon's f colooirs you may trace 
The Patriot's venerable face, 
The laft, O Nugent ! which his art 
Shall ever to the world impart ; 
For know, the prime of mortal men, 
That matchlefs monarch of the pen 
(Whofe labours, like the genial fun,. 
Shall through revolving ages run, 
Yet never, like the fun, decline, 
But in their full meridian fhtne), 
That ever-honourM, envied Sage, 
So long the wonder of his age, 
Who charm'd us with his golden flrain^. 
Is not the fhadow of the Dean : 

* This elegant tribute of gratitude, as it was written, 
at a period when all fufpicion of flattery muft vanifh, re- 
ikis the higheft honour on the ingenious Writer, and 
cannot but be agreeabk to \Yte a&T&Ywt* <&Wt. Swift. N. 
+ Samuel Bindori, t{c^ *ca\*\j^&^»kw- ^ 



^* 



EPISTLE TO MR. NUGENt. 375 

He only breathes Boeotian air — 

*« Oh ! what a falling-off was there !'* 

Hibernia's Helicon is dry, 
Invention, Wit, and Humour die ; 
And what remains againft the ftorm 
Of Malice, but an empty form ? 
The nodding ruins of a pile, 
That flood the bulwark of this ifle 5 
In which the fifterhood was fix'd 
Of candid Honour, Truth unmix'd, 
Impartial Reafon, Thought profound, . 
And Charity, diffufing round, 
In cheerful rivulets, the flow 
Of Fortune to the fons of woe ? 

Such once, my Nugent, was thy Swift, 
Endued with each exalted gift. 
But, lo ! the pure athereal flame 
Is darken'd by a mifty fleam : 
The balm exhaufted breathes no fmell> 
The rofe is wither'd ere it fell. 
That godlike fupplement of law, 
Which held the wicked world in awe, 
And could the tide of fa£Hon flem, 
Is but a ihell without the gem. 

Ye fons of genius, who would aim 
To build an everlafting fame, 
And, in the field of letter'd arts, 
Difplay the trophies of your parts, 
To yonder manfion turn"afide, 
And mortify your growing pride. 

Bb 4 "MosJJl 
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Behold the brighteft of the race, 
And Nature's honour, in difgrace i 
With humble resignation own, 
That all your talents are a loan ; 
By Providence advanced for ufe, 
Which you fliould iludy to produce. 
Reflect, the mental flock, alas ! 
However current now it pais. 
May haply be recall'd from you 
Before the Grave demands his due. 
Then, while your morning-ftar proceeds,. 
Direct your courfe to worthy deeds, 
In fuller day difcharge your debts; 
For, when your fun of reafon fets, 
The night fucceeds ; and all your fchemes. 
Of glory vanifh with your dreams. 

Ah ! where is now the fupple train, % 

That dane'd attendance on the Dean ? 
Say, where are thofe facetious folks, 
Who fliook with laughter at his jokes, 
And with attentive rapture hung 
On wifdoin, dropping from his tongue ; 
Who look'd with high difdainful pride 
On all the bufy world be fide, 
And rated his productions more 
Than treafures of Peruvian ore ? 

Good Chriflians ! they with bended knees 
Ingulph'd the wine, but loath the lees, 
Averting (fo the text commands), 
With ardent eyes and up-caft hands, 



EPISTLE TO MR. NUGENT. 377 

The cup of forrow from their lips,. 
And fly, like rats from finking fhips. 
While fome, who by his friendfhip. rote 
To wealth, in concert with his foes, 
Run counter to their former track, 
Like old'A&aeon's horrid pack 
Of yelling .mungrils, in requitals 
To riot on their matter's vitals ; • 

And, where they cannot blaft his laurel** 
Attempt to ftigmatize his morals ; 
Through Scandal's magnifying-glafs 
His foibles view, but virtues pafs, 
And on the ruins of his fame 
Erect an ignominious name. 
So vermin foul, of vile extraction, 
The fpawn of dirt and putrefaction* 
The founder members traverfe o'er, 
But fix and fatten on a fore. 
Hence ! peace, ye wretches, who revile 
His wit, his humour, and his ftyle 5 
Since all the monfters which he drew 
Were only meant to copy you ; 
And, if the colours be not fainter, 
Arraign yourfelves, and not the painter. 

But, O ! that He, who gave him breath. 
Dread arbiter of life and death ; . J 

That He, the moving foul of all, 
The fleeping fpirit would recall, 
And crown him with triumphant meedt> ' 
¥or ail his paft heroic dtedv, N 
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In manfions «f unbroken reft, 
The bright Bepublick of the bfefs'd t 
Irradiate hk benighted mind 
With living* light of light refin'd ; 
And thefe the* blank of thought employ 
With objefts of immortal joy ! 

Yet, while he drags the fad remain* 
Of life, flow-creeping through his veins,. 
Above Hhe views of private ends. 
The tributary Mufe attends, 
To prop his feeble fteps, or fhed 
The pious tear around his bed. 

So Pilgrims, with devout complaints,. 
Frequent the graves of marty/d Saints, 
Infcribe their worth in artlcfs lines, 
And, in their Head, embrace their Jhrines* 

Inscription intended for a Monument, ij6^ 
C* AY, to die Drapier's vaft unbounded fame, 
*■* What added honours can the Sculptor give ? 
None. — 'Tis a fan&ion from the Drapier's name 
Muft bid the Sculptor and bis Marble live. 

Epigram occafloned by the above Inscription, 

T7T7HICH gave the Drapier birtb two realms contend; 

* * And each afierts her Poet, Patriot, Friend : 
Her mitre jealous Britain may deny \ 
That lofs Iornia's laurel {hall fupply : 
Through life's low vate^ihe, grateful, gave ham bread; 
4fer vocal (tones fhatt V\ndka«\asfc*Mk> 
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